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"PHATEVER Reluétance I have to trouble the Publick, with 
a Detail of the Mortifications I have fuffered, in my At- 

| tempts to bring the enfuing Performance on the Stages I think 
it a Duty incumbent upon me, to declare my ray a for prefenting 


it in this extraordinary Manner; and if the Explanation fhall be 
found either tedious or trifling, I hope the candid Reader will charge 
my Impértinince upon thofe who drove me to the Neceffity of making 
fuch an ineffeéiual Appeal. - : 


_ Befides, I flatter myfelf, that a fair Reprefentation of the Ufage 
I have met with, will be as a Beacon, to caution other inexperienced 
Authors againft the Infincerity of Managers, to whith they might 
otherwife become egregious Dupes; and, after a cajoling Dream of 
good Fortune, wake in all the Aggravation of Difappointment. 


Although I claim no Merit from having finifbed a Tragedy at the 
Age of Eighteen; I cannot help thinking myfelf intitled to fome Share 
of Indulgence, for the Humility, Induftry and Patience, I have ex» 
erted during a Period of ten Years, in which this unfortunate Pro- 
duttion hath been expofed to the Cenfure of Criticks of all Degrees 
and in confequence of mo eri Opinions, altered, and (I hope} 
amendéd, Times without Number. | 


| Had fome of thofe who were pleafed to call themfelues my Friends, 
been at any Pains to deferve the Churatter, and told me ingenuoufly 
what I had to expect in the Capacity of an Author, when I iz, 
profeffed myfelf of that venerable Fraternity, I foould, in all Pro- 
bability, have {pared myfelf the incredible Labour and Chagrin I have 
Jince undergone: But, as early as the Year 1739, my Play was taken 
into the Protection of one of thofe little Fellows who are Sometimes 
éalled great Men; and like other Orphans, neglected accordingly. 


Stung with sy do which I miftook for Contempt, I refolued 
to punifh this barbarous Indifference, and aétually difcarded my Patrons 
confoling myfelf with the barren Praife of a few Affactates, who, 
in the moft indefatigable Manner, employed their Time and Influence, 
in collecting from all Quarters Obfervations on my Piece, which, im 


 confequence of thf Suggeftions, put on a new Fiala almoft every 


ingdom. 


Day, until my P 
: | m= 6008 


ccafions called me out of the 
Aa . 


PREFACH  .. 


+ Soon after my Return, I and my Production were introduced to’ 
a late Patemtee, of courteous Memory, who (reft his Soul!) found 
Means to amufe me a ;whole Seafon, and thtn declared it impratticable 
to bring'it on :till next Year ;, advifing me to make my Application more 
early in the Winter,. that we might have Time to concert fuch Altera-- 
tions, as foiuld be thought neceffary for its fuccefsful Appearance on 
the Stage.—But I did not, find my Account tn following this whole- 
jome Advice ;. for, to me, he was always les and lefs at Leifure. In 
- foort, after pats Promifes, and numberlefs Evafions, in the Courfe 
of which, he praétifed upon me the whole Art of Procraftination, F 
demanded his final Anfwer, with fuch-Obftinacy and Warmth, that 
be could no longer refift my Importunity, and refufed my Tragedy ix 
plain Terms.—Not that he mentioned any material Objeéctions to the 
Piece itfelf; but feemed to fear my Intereft was not fufficient to 
[upport it in the Reprefentation ; affirming, that no dramatic Compofi~ 
tion, however perfect, could fucceed with an Englifh Audience by its 
own Merit only ;. but muft entirely depend upon a Fadtion raifed in 
ts Behalf-—Incenfed at this unexpetted Declaration, I reproached: 
him bitterly, for having trified with me fo long y. and, like my Brother 
Bayes,. threaten’d to carry my Performance to the other Houfe. 


_ This was adtually my Intention, when F was given to underfland 
by a Friend, that a Nobleman of great Weight, had expreffed an In-- _ 
clination to perufe it; and that, as Intereft was requifite, I could: 
not do better thax gratify his Defire with all Expedition. [ commtt-- 
ted it accordingly te the Care of my Counfellor, who undertook to give | 
mea good Account of it in Bei than a Fortnight: But four Months 
elapfed before I heard any Tidings of my Play ; and then tt was re- 
trieved by pure Accident (I believe) from the moft difhonourable A~ 
partment of bis Lerd/hip’s Houfe. 


_ Enraged at the Behaviour of this fupercilious Peer, and exceedingly 
mortified at the Mifcarriage of all my Efforts, I wreaked my Re- 
fentment upon the innocent Caufe of my Difgraces, and forthwith 

ondemned it to Oblivion, where, in all Probability, it would have 
dae ever flept, like a miferable Abortion; had not a young Gentleman 
of Learning and Tafte waked my paternal: Senfe, and perfwaded 
me not only to refcue it from the Tomb, where it had laintwo whole . 
Years; but alfo to new model the Plan, which was imperfect and un- 
digefted before, and mould it into a regular Tragedy, confined within 
the Unities of the Drama. | 


Thus improved, it fell into the Hands of a Gentleman who had’ 
wrote for the Stage, and happened to pleafe him fo much, that he 
: poke of. it very cordially ta a young Nobleman, Jince deceafeds Who, 
‘ , 473 
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_ ¥n the moft generous Manner, charged bimfelf with the Care ofintrae 


> 


ducing it to the Publick; and, in the meantime, bonour'’d me with 
his own Remarks, in Conformity to which, it was inmedately alte~ 
red, and offered by his Lordfhip to the new nager of Drury~ 
dane Theatre. It was about the latter End of the Seafon, when this 
candid Perfonage, to whom I ewe many Obligations for the Exercifes 
of Patience he has fet me received the Performance, which, fome 

ceks afters he returned, affuring my Friend, that he was pre-in~ 


gaged to another Author, but if I could be prevailed upon to referve 


at till the enfuing Winter, he would bring it on.—ZIn the Interim, my 
noble Patron left London, whither he was doomed never to return; 
and the confcientious Manager next Seafon, inflead of fulfilling bis — 
own Promife and my Expettation, gratified the Town with the Pre 


duction of a Player, the Fate.of which every Body knows. 


_ L foall leave the Reader to make his Reflections on this Event, 
and proceed to relate the other Particulars of Fortune, that attended 
my unhappy Iffue, which in the fucceeding Spring, had the good Luck 
to acquire the Approbation of an eminent Wit, who propofed a few 
Amendments, and recommended it ta a Perfon, by whofe Influence, 
Filaid my Account way se it appear at laft, with fuch Advantage 
as fhould make ample Amends for all my Difappointinents. 


. But here too, Ireckoned without my Hoff. The Mafter of Co- 
vent-Garden Theatre, bluntly rejecied it, as a Piece altogether unfit — 

for the Stage; even after he had told me, in Prefence of anothr. — 
Gentleman, that he believed he fhould-net venture to find Fault with 


any Performance which had gained the good Opinion of the honourable 


Perfon whe approved and recommended my Play. 


_ Baffled in every Attempt, I renounced all Hopes of its feeing the 
Light, when a humane Lady of Quality, interpofed fo urgently in 
its Behalf, svith my worthy Friend the other Manager, that he very 
somplaifantly received it again, and had Recourfe to the old Adjftery of 

rotradtion, which he exercifed with fuch Succefs, that the Seafon 
was almoft confumed, before he could afford it a Reading.—My 
Patience being by this Time quite exhaufied, I defired a Gentle~ 
man, who et ea himfelf in my Concerns, to go and expoftu- 
fate with the Vaticide: And indeed, this Piece of Friendpip 
he performed with fo much Zeal, upbraiding him with his e- 
wafive. and a se Behaviour, that the fage Politician 
was enraged at his Reprimand; and in the Mettle of his Wrath, 
pronounced my Play a wretched Piece, deficient in Language, Senti- 
ment, Character and Plan. My Friend, who was furprifed at the 
FHardinefs and Severity of this Sentence, afking how he came to change 
bis Opinion, which bad been more favourable when the Tragedy was 


fuft 


PREFACE. 


| fix/? put into his Hands; he anfwered, that his Opinion twas no® 


ultered, neither bad he ever uttered an Expreffion in its Favour. 


* This was an unlucky Affertion—For, the other immediately produ 
ced a Letter which I had received from the young Nobleman two 
Years before, beginning with thefe Words——~ 


| & Sir, I have received Mr. L——'s Anfwers who fays, he 
“6 thinks your Play has indubitable Merit, but has prior Promifes 
© 49 Mtr T- n, as an honeft Man, cannot be evaded.” 
And concluding thus; ** As the Manager has promifed me the Choice 
“¢ of the Seafon next Year, if you'll be advifed by me, reft it with me.” 





After having made fome Remarks fuitable to the Occafion, my 
Friend left him to chew the Cud of Reflection, the Refult of which 
was, a Meffage to my Patronefs, tmporting, (with many Expreffions 
of Duty) that neither the Circumflances of his Company, nor the ad-~ 
vanced Seafon of the Year, would permit him to obey her Command, 
but if I would wait till next Winter, and during the Summer, make 
fuch Alterations as I had agreed to, at a Conference with fome of hjs 
principal Performers, he would i haat put my Play in Rehearfal, 
and in the mean time give me an Obligation in Writing, for my further 
Satisfaction —I would have taken him at his Word, without Hefita- 
tion, but was perfuaded to difpenfe with the proffered Security, that 
L might not feem to doubt the Influence or Authority of ber Ladyfbip. 
—The Play (however) was altered and prefented to this upright 
Direétor, who renounced his Engagement, without the leaft Scruple,' 


Apology or Reafon affigned. 


Thus have I in the moft in:partial Manner, (perhaps too circum- 
frantially) difplayed the Conduct ‘A thofe Playhoufe Managers with 
whom I have had any Concern, relating to my Tragedy: And what 
ever Difputes have happened between the Actors and mes are fup- 
preffed as frivolous Animofities unworthy of the Reader's Attention. 


| Had I fuffered a Repulfe when I firft prefented my Performance, 
qT fhould have had CGaufe to complain of my being excluded from 
that Avenue to the public Favour, which ought to le open to all 
Men of Genius; and how far I deferve that Diftinétion, I now 
leave the World to decide; after I have in Fuftice to my felf, declared 
that my Hopes of sale were not derived from the partial Applaufe 
of my own Friends only, but infpired (as fome of my greate/t Ene- 
mies know) by the Approbation of Perfons of the firft Note in the 





Republic of Tafte; whofe Countenance, I vainly imagined, would 


have been an effectual Introduttion ta the Stage. 


Ba 


--. ee 


PREFACE. 


Be that as it will; I hope the unprejudiced Obferver will own, 
with Indignation and eee that every Difappointment I have 
endured, was an accumulated Injury; and the whole of my Adver- 
fary’s Conduct, a Series of the moft unjuftifiable Equivocation and 
ate Abfurdity: For, though he may be: excufable in refufing a 

ork of this kind, either on Account of bis Ignorance or Difcern- 
ment; furely, neither the one nor the other can vindicate his Diffi- 
mulation and Breach of Promife to the Author. | : 


Abufe of Prerogative, in Matters of greater Importance, prevails 
Jo much at prefent, and is fo generally overlooked, that it is almoff 
ridiculous to lament the Situation of Authors, who muft either, at 
once, forego all Opportunities of acquiring Reputation in Dramatic 
Poetry; or bumble themfelves fo, as to aa the Pride, and Humour 
the Petulance of a meer Goth, who by the meft prepofterous Dele- 
gation of Power, may become fole Arbiter of this kind of Writing. 


Nay, granting that a Bard 1s willing to profltute his Talents fo 
“iy Saas perhaps he may never find an Occafion to praétice this 
vile Condefcenfion to Advantage: For, after he has gained: Admiffion 


to a Patentee, who is often more difficult of Accefs than a Sovereign 


Prince, and even made Shift to remove all other Objections; an in- 
furmountable Obftacle may be raifed by the Managers Avarice, 
which will diffuade him from hazarding a certain Expence on an 
sncertain Iffue, when he can fill bis Theatre without running any 
Rifk, or difobliging his principal Actors, by putting them to the 
trouble of fiudying new Parts.— ; : 


Befides, he will be apt to fay within himfelf, if I muft enter~ 
ee rh the Town with Vai is but ae tbe I Ioallé efer 
“© the Productions of my Friends, or of -thofe who have any Friends 
_ © worth obliging, to the Works of obfcure Strangers, who have no- 
«¢ thing to recommend them but a doubtful Superiority of Merit, 
© which in all likelihood, will never rife in Fudgment againf? me.” 


That fuch have been the Reflections of Patentees, I believe no 
Man of Intelligence and Veractty will deny; and I will venture to 
affirm, that on the Strength of Intereft or Connection with the Stage, 

ome People have commenced Dramatic Authors, who otherwife, 
would have employed their Faculties in Exercifes better adapted to 
their Capacity, | 


—Afier what has been faid, any thing by way of Application 
would be an Infult on the Underftanding vs the Public, to which I 
bli 


owe and acknowledge the moft indelible Obligation, for former Fa- 


wours as well as for the uncommon Encouragement I have received in 


the Publication of the following Play. 


¢ 
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Persons of the DRAMA. ~ 


Kine of Scotland. 
Ancus. 

DUNBAR, 

RAMSAY. 

‘ATnot. 
_STuartT. 

GRIME. : : 


CATTAN, | | , 


QUEEN. 

ELE 0 NORA. 

Guards; Attendants, Bec. 
SCENE, 4 Convent in Pertu 
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ACT I SCENE IL 


AA Convent in PERTH. 


Ancus, DUNBAR. 


DuNBAR. | 
7 SNS UT that my Duty calls, I would decline 
ype Nae Th’ unwelcome Office. —Now, when Jufticé 
waves — | | 
Her flaming Sword, and loudly claims her 
LOSY Due, ; 
Thus to arreft her Arm, and offer Terms 
Of Peace to Traitors who avow their Crime, 
Is to my Apprehenfion weak, and fuits 
But little with the Majefty of Kings ——— 
Why fleeps the wonted Valour of our Prince ? 








ANGUS. 
Not to th’ enfanguin’d Field of Death alone 
ds Valour limited: She fits. ferene | | ; 
. B n 


2’ °° The REGICIDE: 
In the delib’rate Council ; fagely fcans a 
The Source of Action; weighs, prevents, provides, |. 
And fcorns to count her Glories, from the Feats 
Of brutal Force alone,— 

—What Frenzy were it 
To rifk our Fortune on th’ unfure Event 
Of one Occurrence, naked as we are 
To unforefeen Difafter, when the Terms 
We proffer may retard th’ impending Blow ? 
Better to conquer by Delay: The Rage 
Of Athol’s fierce Adherents, flufh’d with Hope 
Of Plunder and Revenge, will foon abate, 
And ev’ry Hour bring Sugcour to our Caufe. 


DuNBAR. 
Well ha’ft thou taught me, how the piercing Eye 
Of calm Sagacity, excels the Dint 
Of headftrong Refolution—Yet, my Soul 
Pants for a fair Occafion to revenge 
My Father’s Wrongs on /Athol’s impious Head ! 
Yes, Angus, while the Blood of March revolves 
Within my Veins, the Traitor fhall not find 
His Perfidy forgot But what of this ? 
What are my private Injuries, compar’d 
To thofe he meditates againft the State ! 
Againft a Prince with ev’ry Virtue grac’d 
That dignifies the Throne, to whom the Ties 
Of Kindred and Allegiance could not bind 
His faithlefs Heart: Not ev’n the facred Bond 
Of Friendfhip unreferv’d !—For well thou know’ft, 
The King fecurely lift’ned to his Voice, 
As to an Oracle. - 





; ANGUS. 
*T was there indeed 
He triumph’d in his Guile !—Th’ unwary Prince 
Sooth’d by his falfe Profeffions, crown’d his Guilt 
With boundlefs Confidence ; and little thought 
Trat very Confidence fupply’d his Foe 





With 
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a A TRAGEDY. | 3 
With Means to fhake his Throne !—While Athol led 
His royal Kinfman thro’ the dang’rous Path 
Of fudden Reformation, and obferv’d 


. What Murmurs iffu’d from the giddy Croud; 


Each popular Commotion he improv’d 

By fecret Minifters; and difavow’d . 

Thofe very Meafures he himfelf devifed ! 

Thus cherifh’d long by his flagitious Arts, 
Rebellion glow’d in fecret, *till at length 

His Scheme mature, and all our loyal Thanes 

At their own diftant Homes repos’d {fecure, 

The Flame burft out. —Now from his native Hills, 
With his Accomplice Grime, and youthful Heir, . 
Impet’ous Stuart, like a founding Storm 

He rufhes down with five revolting Clans ; 
Difplays a fpurious Title to the Crown, 

Arraigns the Juftice of his Monarch’s Sway, 
And by this fudden Torrent, means, no doubt, 
To fweep him from the Throne. 


DuNBAR: | | . 
| oo. Afpiring Villain! - 
A fit Affociate has he chofe: A Wretch 
Of Soul more favage breathes not vital Air; 
Than Grime :—But Stuart ’till of late, maintain’d 
A fajrer Fame. 


ANGUS. 
A. cherifh’d Hope expires 
In his Difhonour too !—-While Stuart’s Ear 
Was deaf to vicious Counfel, and his Soul 
Remained unfhaken, by th’ enchanting Lure 
Which vain Ambition fpread before his Eye, 
He bloom’d the Pride of Caledonia’s Youth, 
In Virtue, Valour and external Grace:— __ 
For thou fole Rival of his Fame, wa’ft train’d 
To martial Deeds, in Climes remote. 


B 2 | DunBarR. 


£ Th REGICIDE:. 


DuNBAR. 

O Thane: 
Whatever Wreaths from Danger’s Steely Cretk 
My Sword hath won; whatever Toils fuftain’d 
Beneath the fultry Noon, and cold, damp Night ; 
Could ne’er obtain for me one genial Smile 
Of Her, who blefs’d that happy Rival’s Vows 
With mutual Love ! 
The tender Throbbings of my captive Heart ! 
The melting Paffion which has long infpir’d 
My Breaft for Eleoncra, and implore 
A. Parent’s Sanction to fupport my Claim ? 





| ANGUS. 
Were fhe more fair and gentle than fhe is, 
And to, my partial Eye, nought e’er appear’d 
_So gently fair, I would approve thy Claim 
To her peculiar Smiles. 


. DUNBAR. 
Then will [ftrive . 
With unremitted Ardour, to fubdue a 
Her coy Reluctance ; while I fcorn the Threats 
Of frantic Jealoufy that flames unrein’d 
In Stuart’s Breatt! But fee! the fair one comes, 
In all the Pride of dazz’ling Charms array’d. 





SCENE IL 
Ancus, DuNBAR, ELEONORA. 


ELEONORA. 
Something of Moment, by a frefh Difpatch | 
Imparted t to the King, requires in Hafte 
The Prefence of my r Sire. 


ANGUS. 


Forbear a. while 


Why fhould I dread to own 


Thy 


see ee 
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Thy Parly with the Foe ; and here attend 
Our Confultation’s Iffue.— 


| [Exit Angus, 
SCENE II. 
DuNBAR, ELEONORA. 


DuNBAR. 

. Ill it fuits 
A. Soldier’s*Tongue, to plead the Caufe of Love, 
In Phrafe adapted to the tender Theme : 
But truft me, beauteous Wonder! when IJ fwear 
_ Not the keen Impulfe, and impatient Hope 
Of Glory, glowing in the Warrior’s Breaft, 
With more awak’ned Tranfport, fill’d my Soul 
When the fierce Battle rag’d, than that I feel . 
At thy Approach !——-My Tongue has oft reveal’d 
The Dictates of my Heart ; but thou, averfe 
With cold Difdain, haft ever chill’d my Hopes, 
And fcorn’d my proffer’'d Vows !—. | 





ELEONORA. 
O Youth, beware! 
Let not the flow’ry Scenes of Joy and Peace, 
_ That faithlefs Paffion to the View prefents, 
E:nf{nare thee into Woe !—Thou little know’ft 
What Mifchiefs lurk in each deceitful Charm s 
What Griefs attend on Love.— 


DuNBAR. 
Keen are the Pangs 
Of haplefs Love, and Paffion unapprov’d: — 
But where confenting Wifhes meet, and Vows 
Reciprocally breath’d, confirm the Tie, 
Joy rolls.on Joy, an inexhaufted Stream! 
And Virtue crowns the facred Scene with Peace! | 


B 3 ; | ELEONORA, 
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ELEONORA. 
Iilyfion all! the Phantoms of a Mind 
That o’er its prefent Fate repining; Courts 
The vain Refource of Fancy’s airy Dreams.— 
War is thy Province.—War be ah Purfuit.— 


Dunsar. 
O! thou would tell me, I am Savage all— 
Too much eftrang’d to the foft Arts of Life, 


To warm thy Breaft !—Yes, War has been my School. 


War’s rough Sincerity, unfkill’d in Modes 
Of peaceful Commerce—Soften’d not the lefs 
To pious Truth, Humanity and Love. 


ELEONORA. 
Yes :—I were envious to refufe Applaufe, 
‘When ev’ry Mouth is open’d in thy Praife.— 
I were ungrateful not to yield thee more, 
Diftinguifh’d by thy Choice; and tho’ my Heart 
Denies thee Love, thy Virtues have acquir’d 
Th’ Efteem of Eleonora. 


DuNBAR. 
O! thy Wards 
Would fire the hoary Hermit’s languid Soul 
With Extafies of Pride !—How then fhall I, 
Elate with ev'ry vainer Hope, that warms 
Th’ afpiring Thought of Youth, thy Praife fuftain 
With Moderation ° Cruelly benign! 
Thou haft adorn’d the Victim ; but, alas! 
Thou likewife giv’tt the Blow !— 
Tho? Nature’s Hand 
With fo much Art has blended ev *ry Grace 
In thy enchanting Form, that ev’ry Eye 
With Tranfport views thee, and conveys unfeen 
The foft Infection to the vanquifh’d Soul, 
Yet wilt thou not the gentle Paffion own, 
That vindicates thy Sway |= 





E:rrovora, 
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ELEONORA. 

— O gilded-Curfe ! 
More fair than rofy Morn, when firft fhe {miles 
O’er the dew-brighten’d Verdure of the Spring! 
But more deceitful, tyrannous,. and fell, 
~ ‘Than Syrens, Tempetts, and devouring Flame! 
May I ne’er ficken, Janguifh and defpair 
Within thy dire Domain.!—Liften ye Powers! 
And yield your Sanction to ee) a Vow— 
—If e’er my Breaft ee 





DuNBAR. 
For ever let me pine 
In fecret Mifery, divorc’d from Hope! 
But ah, forbear! nor forfeit thy own Peace 
Perhaps i in one rafh Moment 





S CEN E IV. 
Dunsar, ELrtonora, HERALD. 


HERALD. 
From the Tower 
That fronts the Hills,. due North, a moving Hoft 
Is now defcry’d: And from the fouthern Gate 
A Cloud of Duft is feen to roll, theGleam | 
Of burnifh’d Arms, oft thro’ the dufky Sphere “ 
Salutes the dazzled Eye ;—-a loyalBand | 
‘With valiant Rem/ay, from the Banks of Tweed, 
That haftens to our Aid,——The firft, fuppos’d 
The rebel Train of Athol.—By Command 
Of Angus, I attend thee, to demand 
An Audience of the Foe. | 





DuNBAR. -. 
I follow ftraight. 
[Exit Herald. 
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‘Whate’er is amiably fair—Whate’er | 

Infpires the gen’rous Aim of chafte Defire, 

My Soul contemplates and adores in thee! 

Yet will I not with vain Complamings, vex 

Thy gentle Nature-—-My unblemifh’d Love 

Shall plead in my Behalf. — [Exit Dunbar. 


SCENE V. 


ELzEonora. 

| Adieu brave Youth! 
Why art thou doom’d to fuffer fruitlefs Pains ! 
And why, alas! am I the deftin’d Wretch 
That mutt inflict them ?>—Agonizing Thought ! 
I yielded up my fond, believing Heart 
To him who bafely left it, for the Charms 
Of treacherous Ambition !—haplefs Stuart ! 
How art thou chang’d! how loft! thy cruel Fate, | 
Like a falfe Harlot, fmiles thee into Ruin! 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Stuart difguifed like a Prieft. 
| Stuart, ELreonora, 


STUART. 
The mighty Schemes of Empire, foar too high 
For your Diftinétion, Daughter.—Simple Woman 
Ys weak in Intellect, as well as Frame, 
And judges often from the _— Voice 
That fooths her Wifhes moft. [Difcovering bimfelf. 


E LEONORA. 
Ha, frantic Youth! 
What guilty Purpofe leads thy daring Steps 
‘To this forbidden Place ?>—Art thou not come 
Beneath that facred Veil, the more to brave 
Th’ avenging Hand of Heav’n? 7 
STUART. 
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No-—-that I besa 
The Paths of Danger, where each Bofom pants 
With keen Revenge againft me, fpeaks aloud 

The Fervour of my Love— My Love mifplac’d! — 
Elfe, would’ft thou notreceive the gen ’rous Proof 
With eset and Difdain.— 


ELronora, 

Have I not Caufe 
To drive thee oe my Heart ?—Haft thou not chac’d 
All Faith, and Truth, and Loyalty from thine? 
Say, haft ‘thou net confpir’d ean thy Prince ? 
A Prince! who cherifh’d thee with parent Zeal, 
With Friendfhip honour’d thee, and ev’ry Day 
With bounteous Favour crown’d thy rifing With! 


‘STUART. 
Curfe on his Arts !—-his Aim was to enflavé 
Th’ afpiring Soul, to ftifle and reprefs | 
Th’ emerging Dictates of my native Right, 
To efface the glowing Images within, 
Awak’d by Glory, and retain by Fraud . 
The Sceptre he ufurps! 


ELEONORA. 
Infidious Charge ! 
As feeble as unjuft! for, clearas Day = * 
In Courfe direct 





STUART. = 
In idle Argument 

Let us not now confume the precious Hour ; 
The middle Stream is pafs’d ; and the fafe Shore . 
Invites our dauntlefs F ootfteps— Yonder Sun 
That climbs the Noon-tide Arch, already fees 
Twelve thoufand Vafials, marching i in the Train 
Of warlike Athol ; and before the Shaces jas 
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Of Ev’ ning deepen, Perth’s devoted Walls 
Will fhake before them—E’er the Tempeft roars, 
come to fnatch thee from th’ impending Storm— 


ELEONORA. 
O impotent of Thought !—O! dead to Shame! 
Shall I. for pompous Infamy ferego 
Th’ internal Peace that Virtue calls her own ! 


STUART. 
Or, fay, thy Love inconftant as the Wave, 
Another Object claims.—Falfe—perjur’d Maid ! 
I mark’d thy Minion, as he charm’d thine Ear 
With grov’ling Adulation.—Yes, I faw 
Thy Looks, in artful Languifhment, difclofe 
Thy yielding Soul, and heard thy Ronee proclaim 
The Praifes of Dunbar. — 


ELEONORA. 
Away—away! 
I {corn thy mean Sufpicion, and renounce 
Thy Paffion with thy Crimes.—-Tho’ bred in Camps, 
Dunbar is gentle, gen’rous and humane ; 
- Poffefs’d of ev’ry manly Grace, to win 
The coyeft Virgin’s Heart.— 


STUART. 
Perdition whelm 

The caine Sycophant !—may Heav’n exhautft 
Its Thunder on my Head—may Hell difgorge 
Infernal Plagues to blaft me, if I ceafe 
To perfecute the Caitif, "till his Blood 
Affuage my parch’d Revenge !—perfidious Slave ! 
To fteal between me and my darling Hope !— 

The Traitor durft not, had I teen—O Vows! 
Where is your Obligation °—Eleoncra ! 
O vey Curfe! reftore me to my‘elf ts 


ELE- 
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ELEONORA. . 
Rage on fierce Youth, more favage than the Storm 
‘That howls on Thule’s Shore !—th’ unthrifty Maid 
Too creduloufly fond! who gave away | 
Her Heart fo lavifhly, deferves to wed 
The Woes that from her Indifcretion flow !— 
-—Yet ev’n my Folly fhould, with thee, obtain 
A fairer Title and a kinder Fate!—- 


STUART. | ie 
Ha! weep’ft thou ?—witnefs all ye facred Pow’rs! 
Hier Philtres have undone me !— lo, my Wrath 
Subfides again to Love !—Enchantrefs ! fay, 


Why haft thou robb’d me of my Reafon thus? 7 


ELEONORA. 
Has Eleonora robb’d thee !—O recal 
Thofe flatt’ring Arts thy own Deceit employ’d 


To wreck my Peace !—recal thy fervent Vows .- . 


Of conftant Faith—thy Sighs and ardent Looks! 
. Then whifper to thy Soul, ‘thofe Vows were falfe— 


Thofe Sighs unfaithful, and thofe Looks difguis’d! _ 


STUART. | 
‘Thou—thou art chang’d—but Stuart ftill the fame! 
Ev’n while thou chid’ft me, ev’ry tender Wifh 
Awakes anew, and in my glowing Breaft.. 
Unutterable Fendnefs pants again! — 
— Wilt thou not {mile again, as when, reclin’d 
By Tay’s {mooth-gliding Stream, we foftly breath’d 
Our mutual Paffion to the vernal Breeze ? 


ELEQNORA, 
Adieu—dear Scenes adieu '—ye fragrant Paths 


So courted ence !—ye fpreading Boughs, that wave 
Your Bloffoms o’er the Stream !—delightful Shades ! 


Where the bewitching Mufi¢ of thy Tongue, 
Firft charm’d my captive Soul !—when gentle Love 


1 
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Infpir’d the foothing Tale !—Love—facred Love 
That — up his Flame at Virtue’s Lamp !— 


Sruart. 
In Time’s eternal Round, thal! we not hail 
Another Seafon equally ferene ? 
—To Day, in Snow array’d, ftern Winter rules 
The ravag’d Plain—Anon the teeming Earth 
Unlocks her Stores, .and Spring adorns the Year : 
And fhall not we—while Fate, like Winter, frowns, 
Expect revolving Blifs ? 





ELEONORA. 


—Would’ft thou return 
qT o Loyalty and me—my faithful Heart 
Would welcome thee again! — 


Ancus Within. 
Guard ev’ry Gate 
That none may *fcape— 


ELEONORA. 


: Ha !—whither wilt thou fly ? 
Difcover’d and befet ? 


STUART. 


Let Angus come— 
_ His fhort-liv’d Pow’r I fcom— 


im brows away bis Difguife. 


SCENE 


re re ene - 
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SCENE VIL. 


Enter. Ancus with Guards, STUART, Epeonoex! 


Anous. 
What dark Refolve 
By gloomy AtZol plann’d, has hither led 
Thy Steps pre‘umptuous '—Eleonora, hence. 
It ill befits thee—but, no more—away— 


Til brook. no Anfurer— [ Exit Eleonora: 


— Is it not enough, 
To 1ift Rebellion’s impious Brand on high, 
And fcorch the Face of Faith ; that ye thus creep 
In ruffian Ambuth, feeking to perform 


The Deed ye dare not truft to open War ? 


STUART. 


Thou little know’ft me—or thy rankling Hate 
Defrauds my Courage.—Wherefore fhould J fkulk 


Like the difhonour’d Wretch, whofe hireling Steel 
-™ fecret lifted, reeks with human Gore, 


When valiant ‘Athol haftens at the Head 
Of warlike Thoufands, to affert our Caufe ? 


| ANGUS. 
The Caufe of Treafon never was confin’d - 
To Deeds of open War; but ftill adopts 
The Stab of crouching Murder.—Thy Revolt, 
The ftern Contraction “of thy fullen Brow, 
And this Difguife, Apoftate! fpeak thee bent 
On fatal Errand.— 


STUART. _4 
That thou feeft me here 
Unarm’d, atone, from Azgus might obtain 
A fair Interpretatic n—Stuart?s Love 
Pleads not in myftic Terms; nor are my Vows 
To Eleoncra, cance:l’d or unknown 





Vows 
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Vows by thyfelf indulg’d, e’er Envy yet, 

Or Folly had induc’d thee, to embrace 

The Fortunes of our Foe.—Thy foul Reproach 
My Soul retorts on thee! and mark, proud Lord, 
Revenge will have its Turn !— 


ANGUS. 
Ha! mutt I bear 

A beardlefs Traitor’s Infults >—’tis not mine 
To wage a fruitlefs War of Words with thee, 
Vain-glorious Stripling.—While thine Aims were juft, 
I feal’d thy Title to my Daughter’s Love ; 
But now, begrim’d with Treafon, as thou art, 
- By Heav’n! not Diadems and Thrones fhall bribe 
My Approbation !—but the King himéfelf 
Shall judge thy Conduct.—Guards— 


SCENE VII. 


Enter ELEONORA; who kneels. 


—O! let me thus 
Implore Compaffion, at a Parent’s Knees, 
Who ne’r refus’d — 


ANGUS. 
_ == Convey him hence.— 7 
[Stuart zs led off. 
—Arife— 


Remember, Eleonora, from what Source 
Thine Origin is drawn.—Thy Mother’s Soul 

In Purity excell’d the fnowy Fleece 

That cloaths our northern Hills !—her youthful Charms, 
Her artlefs Blufh, her Look feverely {weet, 

Her Dignity of Mien: and Smiles of Love 

Survive in thee—Let me behold thee too 

Her Honour’s Heirefs— | [Eat Angus. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 


ELEONORA. 
—Yes—] will pane 

To this ill-omen’d Honour! facrifice 
Life’s promis’d Joys to its auftere Decree ; 
And vindicate the Glories of my Race, 
At the fad Price of Peace !—If Athol’s Arms 
(Which Heav’n avert !) to Treafon add Succefs ; 
My Father’s Death will join his Sov’reign’s F all! 
And if the Caufe of Royalty prevail, 
Fach languid Hope with Stuart muft expire !— 

From Thought to Thought, perplex’d, in vain I ftray, 

To pining Anguifh doom’d, and fell Difmay ! 


END of the First ACT. 
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ACT II. SCEN E. Continues. 


Ancus, DunBAR. 


| DuNBAR. : 
Y Heav’n it glads me, that my Sword fhall find 
An ample Field to Day.—The King arrous’d, 
Chafes like a Lion in the Toils betray’d ? 


ANGuSs. 
I mark’d his Indignation, as it rofe | 
At Athol’s proud Reply, from calm Concern, | 
To anxious Tumult, menacing Difdain, 
And overboiling Wrath.—But fay, my Friend, _ 
How move the Rebels ?>—Are their Ranks difpos’d 
By military Skill >—Or come they on 
In undiftinguifh’d Crouds ?— 


DUNBAR. . 

| In Concourfe rude 
They fwarm undifciplin’d—all arm’d alike 
With Sword and Target.—On their firft Affaule 
(Fearlefs indeed and headlong !) all their Hopes 
Of Conqueft, muft depend.—If we, unbroke, 
Suftain their Onfet ; little fkill’d in War, 
To wheel, to rally and renew the Charge, 
Confufion, Havock and Difmay will feize 
Th’ aftonifh’d Rout.—_ 


ANGUS. 
What Numbers bring they on ? 


DUNBAR, 
en thoufand, as I guefs— 
7 : ANGUS. 
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ANGauS. 

_ Ours fcarce amount 
To half the Number : Yet, ‘with thofe, we mean, 

To hazard an Encounter.—Thou, mean while, 

Shalt vifit ev’ry Paffage, found th’ Alarm, 

And man the City-Walls.—Here I attend — | 

The King—and lo! he comes.— [ Exit Dunbar, ° 


SCENE IL 
KiNG, Anavs. 


KING. - 
| —The Commonweal 
Has been confulted--Tendernefs and Zeal : 
Became the Parent.—Thofe have nought avail’d.— 
Now, let Correction fpeak the King incens’d ! 


| ANGUS. 
Not without Caufe, my Liege, fhall dread Rebuke 
Attend your royal Wrath.—What Reign fhall ’{cape 
Rebellion’s Curfe, when your paternal Sway 
Has hatch’d the baneful Peft? 


K inc. 

= Let Heaven decide 
Between me and my Foes.—That I would {pare 
The guiltlefs Blood which muft our Quarrel dye, 
No other Proof requires, than my Advance 
To Reconcilement—oppofite perhaps 
To my own Dignity.—But I will rife 
In Vengeance mighty! and difpel the Clouds 
That have bedimm’d my State. | 


. 


ANGUS. 
| The Odds are great 
Between the Numbers: But our Caufe is juft: 
Our Soldiers regularly train’d to War, 

| Cc . And 
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And not a Breaft among us, entertains 
‘A Doubt.of Victory. | 


Kina. 

O valiant Thane ! 
E liens oft, and evertrufty found! 
- Thy penetrating Eye, and active Zeal 
Firft brought this foul Confpiracy to Light ; 
And now thy faithful Vaffals, firft appear 
In Arms for my Defence aT hy Recompence 
“ Love fhall ftudy. 


ANGUS. 

Blotted be my Name 
Fr. rom Honour’s Records, when I ftand aloof, 
Regardlefs of the Danger that furrounds 
The F ortunes of my Prince! 


Kine. 

: I know thee well.— 
Mean time, our Care muft be, to obviate 
With Circumfpection and preventive Skill, 
Their Numbers.—In unequal Conflict joins — 
Th’ unwieldy Spear that loads the Borderer, 
With the broad Targe and expeditious Sword : 
The loyal Band that from the Hills of Lorn 
Arriv’d, fhall in our Front advance, and ftand 
With Targe to Targe, and Blade to Blade oppos’d ; 
The Spears extended form the fecond Line, 
And our light Archers hover to and fro, 
To gall their Flanks,—Whatever Accident 
In Battle fhall befal, thy Vigilance 
Will remedy. —Myfelf will here remain 
To guard the Town, and with a {mall Referve, 
ce Need coe thine Exigence fupply. 


ANGUS. 


With Joy, the glorious Tafk I undertake ! ! [Exeunt, 
| SCENE 
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 $CENE IIL. 
DunBaR, RAMSAY. 


RAMSAY. 
They halt, and occupy the narrow Pafs 
Form’d by the River and th’ impending Hill ; 
With Purpofe (as I deem) to charge our Hoft 
On the fmall Plain that fkirts the Town.— 


DuNBAR. 

| *Tis well.—« 
Thus hemm’d, their ufelefs Numbers will involve 
Themfelves in Tumult, to our Arms fecure 
An eafy Conqueft, and retard their Flight. 
To Angus hie thee ftraight with this Advice— 
My Tafk perform’d, I wait the King’s Command 
In this appointed Place.— [Exit Ramfay. 


SCENE IV. 
ELEONORA, DUNBAR. 


ELEONORA. 
I fought thee, Youth.— 

Fre yet this dreadful Crifis fhall decide 
The public Fate, let us to private Woe 
Devote one Moment !—Tell me, brave Dunbar, 
Wilt thou not, from the Hurry of the Day, 
One Moment fnatch to hear me, and condole 
The Anguifh of my Soul >— 


DuNBAR. 
O Eleonora ! 
Sooner fhall the parch’d Traveller refufe 
The gelid Fountain, than my raptur’d Soul 
The Mufic of thy Tongue !—What Grief profanes 
Thy fpotlefs Bofam ?—happy ! far above 
| | C2 The 
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The Pride of Conquerors, were I to eafe 
Thy Sorrow’s Pangs !—__ 


ELEONORA. 
Thy gen’rous Heart alone 
Can baal the Enterprize— _ 


DUNBAR. 


O! tafk my Love; | 


That I more fwift than Gales that {weep the Plain, 
May fly to thy Relief! 


ELEONORA. 

~ Then fummon up 
Thofe elevated Thoughts, that lift the Soul 
To Virtue’s higheft Pinnacle ; the Boon 
My Mifery demands, will crave them all !— 


DuNBAR. 
Be it to brave the Menaces of Death 
In Shape however horrid, fo my Faith 
And Love remain inviolate, my Heart 
Beats with unufual Ardor ; and demands: 
The Teft, impatient !— 


ELEONORA. 
Friendlefs and forlorn, 
In Fetters Stvart lies !— 


DuNBAR. 


Ha ! 


ELEONORA. 
| From the Snares 
Of gloomy Fate releafe him— — 


DuNBAR. 
Cruel Maid !=— 
Nay, let me call thee barbarous! in {pite 


Of 
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Of Adoration.—Could thy Mind fuggett 
No forward Slave, to fet thy Lover free, 
But a defpairing Rival ?—’Tis not giv’n 
Th’ impaffion’d Soul of Man, to execute 
A Deed fo fatal toits own Repofe ! 


ELEONORA, ° 
I fought not— witnefs ye celeftial Powers ! 
To aggravate thy Pain—my Mind, perplex’d, 
Revolv’d in filent Woe, nor could unload 
Her Burden to another.—T hou alone, 


~ Haft won my fair Opinion and my Truft; 


And to thy Word indebted, Honour claims 
Th’ Engagement all her own.—~ 


DUNBAR. 


Was that impawn’d: My Loyalty and Love 
Were facred ev’n from that : Nor can I loofe 
His Chains, without an Injury to Both !— 


ELEONORA. 
Cold—unafpiring is the Love that dwells 
With tim’rous Caution ; and the Breaft untouch’d 
By Glory’s Godlike Fervour, that retains 
The Scruples of Difcretion—Let the Winds 


Yet, with Referve - 


That have difpers’d thy Promife, fnatch thy Vows!— 


DuNBAR. 
Shall I, thro’ rafh Enthufiafm, wed 
Eternal Anguifh ?—Shall I burft afunder 
The Bonds of awful Juftice, to preferve 
The Serpent that has poifon’d all my Peace !— 
No, Eleonora !—biatted be 





_ ELrownora. 
7 Take heed ! 
Nor by an Oath precipitate, involve 
Thy Fate beyond Refource Fo know, Dunbar, 
: 3 


The 
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The Love of Stuart, with his Guilt abjur’d, - 
This Morn, my folemn Vow to Heav’n appeal’d, 
Hath fever’d us for ever. | | 
DuNBAR. 

| Then, I’m ftill !— 
Still as the gentle Calm, when the hufh’d Wave 
No longer foams before the rapid Storm !— | 
Let the young Traitor perifh, and his Name 
Jn dark Oblivion rot.— 


ELEONORA. 

; Shall I, alas! 
Supinely favage, from my Ears exclude 
The Cries of youthful Woe ?—of Woe intail’d 
By me too !—If my Heart denies him Love, 
My Pity, fure, may flow !—Has he not Griefs _ 
That wake ev’n thy Compaffion ?—Say, Dunbar, 
Unmov’d could’ft thou furvey th’ — Youth 
(Whom but this Morn beheld in Pride of Hope 
And Pow’r magnificent !) ftretch’d on the Ground 
Of a damp Dungeon, groaning with Defpair! 
With not one Friend his Sorrows to divide, 
And chear his lone Diftrefs >— 


DUNBAR. 

Can I refift 
So fair a Motive, and fo fweet a Tongue ! 
When thy fott Heart with kind Compaffion glows, 
Shall I the tender Sentiment reprefs ?— 
No !—~-let me rather hail the focial Pang ; 
And ev’ry felfifh Appetite fubdu’d, 
Indulge a Flame fo gen’rous and humane !— 
-—Away with each Emotion that fuggefts 
A. Rival favour’d and a Traitor freed! 
My Love unbounded reigns, and fcorns to own 
Reflection’s narrow Limits !—Yes, my Fair, 


This Hour he fhall be free. [Exit Dunbar. 
SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


ELEONORA. 
O wond’rous Power 

Of Love beneficent !—O gen’rous Youth ! 
What Recompence (thus bankrupt as I am!) 
Shall fpeak my grateful Soul!—A poor Return 
Cold Friendfhip renders to the fervid Hope 
Of fond Defire! and my invidious Fate 
Allows no more.—But fet me not bewail, 
With Avarice of Grief, my private Woe : 5 
When pale with Fear, and harrafs’d with Alarm, 
My royal Miftrefs, ftill benign to me, . 
The zealous Tender of my Duty claims. [ Exit. 


§ CENE Vi... 
Difcovers Stuart im Chains. . 


STUART. | 
Curfe on my headftrong Paffion !—I sage earn’d 
The Wages of my Folly !—TIs it thus 
My faithlefs Deftiny requites my Hope! 


SCENE VI. 


STUART, DUNBAR, 


STUART. 
Ha! com’ft thou to infult my Chains ?— T'was well 
My unpropitious Damon gave me up 
To your Refentment, tamely.— 


DuNBAR. : 
Toexult  _ 
Ev’n o’er an Enemy opprefs’d, and pap. | 
Affliction on th’ afflicted, is the Mark 
And the mean Triumph of a daftard Soul.— 
"Tis what Dunbar difdains, —Perhaps, Icome 
To pity, not rejoice at Stwart’s Fate.— 
C4 STUART. 
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oe - + +  Sruarr. 

To pity !—Torture! am I fall’n fo low !—~ 
Ha! Recreant !—move thy Pity !—Hell untie 
- Thefe flavifh Manacles, that I may fcourge 
This wretched Arrogant !— 


DuNBAR. 
fe True Courage {corns 
To vent her Prowefs in a Storm of Words : 
And to the Valiant, Actions {peak alone :— 
Then let my Deeds approve me.—I am come 
To give thee inftant Freedom.— 


STUART. 
| Mean’ft thou Death °-— 
J fhall be free then.—An apt Minifter | 
Th’ Ufurper has ordain’d to perpetrate 
~ His fecret Murders.— 


DuNBAR. 

: Why wilt thou belye 
Thy own Intelligence '—Thou know’ft, my Sword 
Was ne’er accuftom’d to the Bravo’s Stab ; 
Nor the Defigns’ of Him fo falfely ftil’d. . 
Ufurper, ever fully’d with a Stain | 
Of Cruelty or Guile—My Purpofe is, 
To knock thy Fetters off, conduct thee fafe 
Without the City-Confines, and reftore thee 
To Liberty and Athol.— 


OTUART. 
- Fawning Coward ! 
Thou-—thou reftore me !—thou unbind my Chains! ~ 
Impoffible !—-Thy Fears that I may ’fcape, | 
Like Vultures gnaw thee !— 


DuNBAR. 


When the Battle joins, 
hou 


— eee | > oe ee 
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Thou fhalt be anfwer’d.—_ 7 , 
Stuart. co 
~ ‘When the Battle ieee 
— Away, Diffembler !—Sooner would’ft thou beard 
The Lion in hisRage, than —_— meet 


_ My Valour on the Plain! 


 DuNBAR. 

Ha! whoart thou, ‘[Throne! 
That I fhould dread thy Threats >—By Heav’ns high 
Pll meet thee in a Defart, to thy Teeth 
Proclaim thy Treachery, and with my Sword 
Explore thy faithlefs Heart |—Meanwhile, my Steps 
Shall guide thee to the Field. [Stuart is unchained, and 

prefented with a Sword. 


' STUART. 
No !—Lightning blaft me, 
If I become thy Debtor, proud Dunbar ! 
Thy naufeous Benefits, fhall not enflave 
My freeborn Will.—Here, Captive as I am, 
Thy lavifh’d Obligation fhall not buy 
My F riendthip !—No! nor ftifle my Revenge ! 


— Dunsar. 
Alike unpleafant would it be to me, 
To court thy Love or deprecate thy Hate :-— 
What I have proffer’d, other Motives urg’d.— 
The Gift is E/eonora’s.— 


STUART. | 
Sacred Powers ! 
Let me not underftand thee !—Thou haft rous’d 
My Soul’s full Fury !—In the Blood that warms 
Thine Heart, Perfidious, I will flake mine Ire! 


| DUNBAR. 
In all my Conduct, infolent of Heart ! 
| What 
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What haft thou mark’d fo abject and fo mean, 
That thy foul Tongue its Licence thus avows ? 
To boundlefs Paffion fubjeét, as thyfelf, 

Wild Tumult oft my Reafon overwhelms !— 
Then tempt me not too far, left blindfold Wrath 
Tranfport my Soul, and headlong Ruin, crufh 
Thy Pride ev’n here !— 7 


STUART. 
In this accurfed Place 
Let me be fhackled—tivetted with Bolts, 
Till the Ruft gnaw my Carcafe to the Bone, 
If my Heart throbs not for the Combat, here !— 
Ev’n here, where thou art, Lord!—Ha! do’ft thou thake? 
By Heav’n, thy quiv’ring Lip and haggard Look 
Confefs pale Terror and Amaze !— 


DuNBAR. 
—Away !|— 
Away, lewd Railer !—not thy fland’rous Throat 


_ So fruitful of Invectives, fhall provoke me 


To wreak unworthy Vengeance on thee, fafe 

In thy Captivity :—But foon as War - 
Shall clofe th’ encountring Hofts, I'll find thee out— | 
Affert my Claim to Eleonora’s Love, 

And tell thee, what thou art. 


STUART. 

, I burn—I rage ! 

My fell Revenge confumes me !—But no more— 
Thou fhalt not ’fcape me—Goaded by my Wrongs, 
Y’ll hunt thee thro’ the various Scenes of Death !|— 
Thou fhalt be found !— 


DuNnBAR. 
I triumph in that Hope. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
e 


= —— 
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SCENE VIII. Changes. 
| Kino, QuEEN, attended, 


KING. 


ak gem Angus fhall not be o’erpower’d— 
Myfelt will bring him Aid.— eS 


QUEEN. 


Alas! my Prince! 


KING. | 
‘What means the gentle Part’ner of my Heart ? 
_ Difmifs thy Fears.—This Day will diffipate 
The Caufe of thy Difmay.—Ev’n now, I go 
To pluck the Wreath of Victory, and lay 
Frefh Laurels in thy Lap. 


QUEEN. 

Ah! why let in 
A Train of harpy Sorrows to my Breaft !—— 
-—-Ah! why in your own precious Life, expofe 
Your Kingdom’s Safety, and your Confort’s Peace ! 
-—Let me reftrain you from the Field to Day.— 
There is no Fame—no Glory to be won | 
From a Revolter’s Brow.— | 


Kino. 
The Public-weal | 
Commands to arm—Difhonour taint my Name, 
When I reject the Call !-—— 


QUEEN, 
Ill-omen’d Call ! 
That like the Raven’s Croak, invades my Quiet! 
O! would to Heaven, our Minutes fmoothly roll’d 
In humble Solitude, with meek-ey’d Peace ! 
Remote from Royalty, and all the Cares 
That brood around the Throne! KING. 
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KING. 
No, let us fcorn 
Unfeeling Eafe, and private Blifs forego, 
When public Mifery implores our Aid.— 
What Dignity of Tranfport feels the Prince, 
Who, from the Fangs of fierce oppreffive Power, 
AL People refcues? 


~ 


QUEEN. | 
What a dreadful Hoft 
Of Dangers ’circle him! 


KING. 

Difeafe confers 
The Stamp of Value upon Health; and Glory 
Is the fair Child of Peril. Thou thyfelf 
My Conduct wilt applaud, foon as thy Mind 
Its native Calm regains, and Reafon fways 
Uncheck’d by Fear. Secure ’till my Return 
Remain within, and ev’ry Thought indulge 
Foreboding my Succefs.— 


QUEEN 
Adieu—Adieu ! 7 
Heav’n crown your Valour with a happy Wreath. 
[Exit Queen. 








Kinc, to an Attendant. 
Swift, hie thee to Duabar, and bid him lead 
The chofen Citizens 
Enter RAMSAY. 





SCENE IX. 
Kino atiended, RaMSay. 


RAMSAY. 
O fatal Chance! 
The Traitor Grime with a ee Band, . (While 


a nn 


——- - - 
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(While Angus, prefs’d on every Side, fuftains 


Th’ unequal Fight) a fecret Path purfu’d 
Around the Hills, and pouring all at once, 
Surpriz’d the eaftern Gate !—the Citizens 
With Confternation fmote, before his Arms 
In Rout, diforder’d fly !— 


KING. 
Ha! then the Wheel | 
of Fate full Circle rolls to crufh me down ! 
Nor leaves one Paufe for Conduct !— Yet Fl bear 
My Fortunes like a King—Hafte and collect 
The {fcattered Parties—Let us not fubmit 


Ere yet fubdu’d—To Arms. [Drawing. . 


RAMSAY. : 
Alas my Prince! 
The Convent is befet-—Hark! while we fpeak 


The Gates are burft—Behold— 


KING. 
We mutt revent. 
The Pangs of ling’ring Mifery, and fall 


With Honour, as we lived— 


SCENE X. 
Kino attended, Ramsay. GRIME with Followers 
burfting in. 
KING. | a 


What bold Contetaes 
Of Majefty, thus rudely dares intrude 
Into.my private Scenes? — 


GRIME. 
The Hour is fled, 
That faw thy wanton Tyranny impofe 
The galling Yoke—Yes, I am come to wreft 


The proftituted Sceptre from thy Hand, And 


“30 The REGICIDE: 


And drag thee fetter’d to the royal Throne 
Of Walter, whom I ferve. 


Kine. : 

Outragious Wretch ! 
Grown old in Treachery! whofe Soul untam’d, 
No Mercy foftens, and no Laws reftrain ! 
Thy Life thrice forfeited, my Pity thrice 
From Juftice hath redeem’d; yet art thou found 
Still turbulent—a rugged Rebel ftill, 
Unaw’d, and unreclaim’d !— 


GRIME. 
: That I yet breathe 

This ambient Air, and tread this Earth at will, 
Not to thy Mercy but thy Dread I owe.— 
Wrong’d as I was—my old Poffeffions reft 
By thy rapacious Power, my Limbs enchain’d 
Within a loathfom Dungeon, and my Name 
Thy loud Reproach thro’ all the groaning Land ; 
Thou durft not fhed my Blood !—the purple Stream 
Had fwell’d—a Tide of Vengeance! and o’erwhelm’d 
The proud Opprefior.— 


Kine. 
. Traitor to thy Prince, 
And Foe perverfe to Truth !—how full thy Crimes, 
' “Thy Doom how juft—my Pardon how humane, 
Thy confcious Malice knows——But let me not 
Degrade my Name, and vindicate to thee 
The Juftice of my Reign. 


GRIME. 
| Vain were th’ Attempt 
With Artifice of Words, to footh my Rage, 
More deaf to Mercy, than the famifh’d Wolf 
That tears the bleating Kid !—My ftarv’d Revenge 
Thy Blood alone can fatiate !— Yield thee then: 


_Or fink beneath mine Arm. 
: KING. 
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KING. | 


| -Heav’n fhall not fee 
A Deed fo abject vilify my Name— 


While yet I wield this Sword, and the warm Blood 


Still ftreams within my Veins ; my Courage foars 
Superior to a Rufhian’s Threats.— 


GRIME. 
_ Fall on, 
And hew them Piece-meal. | 
[King, Ramfay, and Attendants drive off 
_ Grime and bis Followers, but are after- 
wards overpowered and difarmed. | 


GRIME. 


: Wilt thou yet maintain 
Thy Dignity of Words ?—Where are thy Slaves, 
Thy Subjects, Guards and Thunder of thy Throne, 
Reduc’d Ufurper ?—Guard thefe Captives hence. 
[Exeunt King, Ramfay, &Sc. guarded. 


SCENE XI. 
Enter a SOLDIER to GRIME. 


SoLpIeER. 


A Troop of Horfemen have poffeffed the Gate 
By which Wwe gain’d the City. — 


GRIME. 


: | Blaft them Hell ! 
We mutt retreat another Way, and leave 


. Our Aim unfinifh’d !—Our victorious Swords ‘ 


At leaft fhall guard the Treafure they have won. 
When the fierce Parent-Lion bites our Chain, 
His Whelps forlorn, an eafy Prey remain. 


END of the Seconn ACT, 


~ 
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ACT. Il. SCENE I. 


Queen, E.zonora, Caprain. 
Queen. 
bY faites from the Battlements haft thou defcry’d? 


coer 
Nothing difting; -my Queen—Involv’d in Clouds 
Impervious. to the View, ‘the Battle long 
Continu’d doubtful, ’midft the. mingling Sounds 
Of Trumpets, neighing Steeds, tumultuous Shouts 
Of fierce Affailants, doleful Cries of Death, - 3 
And clatt’ring Armour; ’till at length, the Noife 
In diftant Murmurs dy’d.—O’er all the Plain, 
Now a dread Stillnefs reigns ! 


QUEEN... 
| Then all is loft !— 

Why paufes Ruin, and fufpends the Stroke !— 
Is it to lengthen out Affliction’s Term, 
And feed productive Woe !——Where thall the Groans | 
Of Innocence deferted find Redrefs ! 
Shall I exclaim to Heav’n ?—Already Heav’n 
‘Its Pity and Proteétion has withdrawn ! 
Earth yield me Refuge then !—give me to lie 
Within thy chearlefs Bofom !—there, put off 
Th’ uneafy Robe of ea Mia lay down 
The Load of my Diftrefs 





ELEONORA. 
| Alas! my Queen, 
What Confolation can the Wretched bring! 


How fhall I from my own Defpair, collect 
| . Affuafive - 
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Affwafive Balm ?——Within my lonely Breaft 5 

Mute Sorrow and Defpondence long have dwelt! 

And while my Sire, perhaps, this Inftant, bleeds, 

The dim, exhaufted Fountains of my Grief, 

Can f{carce afforda Tear! | 


QUEEN. 
eee O Luxury 

Of mutual Ill !—Let us enjoy the Featt ! 

To Groan re-echo Groan, in concert raife 

Our Lamentation; and when Sorrow fwells 

Too big for Utterance, the filent Streams 

Shall flow. in common !—When the filent Streams 
Forbear to flow, the Voice again fhall wail! 

O my loft Lord !—O fave him—fave him Powers! 


ELEONORA. 
Is there no gentle Remedy, to footh 
The Soul’s Diforder ; lull the jarring Thoughts, 
And with fair Images amufe the. Mind? _ 
—Come {miling Hope—divine Illufion! come 
In all thy Pride of Triumph o’er the Pangs 
Of Mifery and Pain! 


QUEEN. | | 
| Low-——low indeed, | 
Have our Misfortunes plung’d us; when no Gleam ~ 
Of wand’ring Hope, how vain foe’er or falfe, 
Our Invocation flatters !—When—O when 
Will Death deliver me !—Shall I not reft 
' Within the peaceful Tomb, where I may fleep 
In calm Oblivion, and forget the Wrecks 
Of ftormy Life !—No Sounds difturb the Grave, _ 
Of murther’d Hufbands !—Or the difmal Scream - 
Of Infants perifhing—Ha! whether leads 
Imagination !—Mutt ye perifh then, 
Ye tender Bloffoms !—Muft the lofty Oak _ e 
That gave you Life, and fhelter’d you from Harm, 
Yield to the Traitor’s Ax '—O Agony | a | 
D | , 
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Of fond DiftraGtion! 


ELEONORA. 
Ha !—behold where comes 
The warli’'e Son of March |—What, if he brings 
The News of Victory ! 


QueEEN. 
My Soul alarm’d, 
With Eagernef and Terror waits her Doom! 


SCEN E II. 


QueEENn, ELEonoRA, Dinwan. 


| QUEEN. 
Say, Youth, how fares the King! 


DuNBar. 
Fair Princefs, hail ! 
To you my Duty and my Speed were bent— 
Your royal Confort triumphs. 


QUEEN. 
Lives he then! 
Lives he, deliver’d from the fatal Snares 
Which had enclos’d him ! 


DuNBAR. 
To their Hills repell’d, 
The vanquith’d Rebels curfe his conqu’ring Arm—- 
He bade me fly before him to the Queen ; ; 
With the glad Tidings chear her drooping Soul ; 
And bear his kindeft Wifhes to the Shrine 
Himfelf will foon adore. 


QUEEN. 
- Will he then come 
And wipe the Tear of Sorrow from my Cheek !—~ 
Ah, no !—thy Pity flatters me in vain ! Duy- 
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DuNBAR. 
Let me not dally with my Queen’s Diftrefs.— 
What were it, but to lift incumbent Woe, 
That it might fall more grievous.—By the Faith 
Of my Allegiance, hither fpeeds the King, 
By Love attended, and by Conqueft crown’d. © 


QUEEN. 
O welcome Meffenger !—How fweetly founds 
Thy Prelude !—Thus, the warbler of the Morn, 
To the fick Wretch who moan’d the tedious Night, © 
Brings balmy Slumber, Eafe and Hope and Fiealth ¢ a 
O wondrous Deftiny ! 


ELEONORA. 
Thus, on my Queen 
May Fortune ever fmile. —May Blifs to Blifs 
Succeed, a tranquil Scene !—Say, noble Youth, 
Returns my Sire in Safety from the Field ?— 


DuNBAR. 
Safe as ie fondeft filial Wifh can form.— 
In War’s Variety, mine Eyes have feen 
Variety of Valour and of Skill: 
But fuch united Excellence of both— 
Such Art to baffle and amufe the Foe ;— 
Such Intrepidity to execute 
Repeated Efforts,—never, fave in him 
My Obfervation trac’d !—Our Monarch’s Acts 
My feeble Praife would fully and profane. 


ELEONORA. 
Thy Words, like genial Showers to the parch’d Earth, 
Refrefh my languid Soul !— 


QUEEN. 
The Trumpet fwells ! ! 


My Conqueror approaches!—Let me fl | 
y -ong Pen De y With 
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With Extafy of Love into his Arms !— 
He comes '—the Victor comes !— 


S$ CEN E II. 
Kino, QuEEN, ELEonoraA, DunBar. 


Kine, embracing the Queen. 
“My better Part — 
My Soul’s ‘chief Refidence ‘—my Love! my Queen! 
‘Thou haft been tender overmuch, and mourn’d 
Ev’n too profufely ! 


QUEEN. 
Celebrate this Hour 
Ye Songs of Angels ! and ye Sons of Earth, 
Keep F eftival !—My Monarch is return’d! 
I told him in thefe Arms !—TI hear his Voice— 
His Love foft-chiding !— 


KING. 
O ye Powers benign ! 
What Words can fpeak the Rapture of my Soul! 
Come to my Breaft, where, cherifh’d by my Love, 
Thy fair Idea rooted, bloffoms forth 
And twines around my Heart! 


QUEEN. 
Myfterious Fate! 
My Withes are compleat!—Yet, I muft afk 
A thoufand Things, impertinently fond ! | 
How did you ’fcape ?—What Angel’s Hand, my King, 
Pr bicey: d oe from Deftruction ? 7 


Kina. 
Heav’n, indeed, 
Ffpous’d my Caufe, and -fent to my Relief 
The Son of March, who, with a chofen Few, 
Deliver’d me from Grime :-—-Thence to the Field . 
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We fpeeded, and accomplifh’d what the Sword _ 
Of Angus had well nigh atchiev’d before. 


QveEEN, Zo Dunbar. 
How fhall Acknowledgment enough reward 
— Worth unparaen es : 


Kina. 
Now, by my Throne !. 
Not my own Iifue fhall engrofs me, more 
Than thou, heroic Youth!—Th’ infulting Foe, . 
In fpite of frefh Supplies, with Slaughter driven 
To the fteep Hills that bound the Plain, have fent 
An Herald, in their. Turn, to fue for Peace.— 
An Audience have I promis’d.—Ere the Hour 
Arrives, I will retire, and in the Bath 
Refrefh my weary’d Limbs.— 
[Exeunt King, Queen, Attendants. — 


SCENE IV. 


DunsarR, ELEONORA. 


ELEONORA. 


Renown, to Day 
Has lavifh’d all her Honours on thy Head. 


DuNBAR. 
What boots it, that my Fortune decks me thus. - 
With unfubftantial Plumes ; ; when my Heart groams 
Beneath the gay Caparifon, and Love 
With unrequited Paffion wounds my Soul! 


ELEONORA. 
Is unpropitious Love unknown to me? 
To me for ever doom’d (alas!) to nurfe 


The flow-confuming Fire.— 


DuNBAR. 
Heav’ns |_—what are all 
D 3 The 
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The boafted Charms, that with fuch wond’rous Power 
Attach thee to my Rival ?—Far from me 

Be the vain Arrogance of Pride, to vaunt 

Excelling Talents ; yet I fain would learn, 

On what admir’d Accomplifhment of Stzart, 

Thy Preference is fix’d.— 


ELEONORA. 

Alas ! Dunbar, 
My Judgment, weak and erring as it is, 
Too well difcerns on whom I fhould beftow 
My Love and my Efteem :—But truft me, Youth, 
Thou little know’ft how hard it is to wean 
The Mind from darling Habits long indulg’d ! 
I know that Stuart finks into Reproach : 
Immers’d in Guilt, and, more than once, fubdu’d 
By thy fuperior Merit and Succefs : | 
Yet even this Stxart,—for I would not wrong 
Thine Ex ‘pectation,—tftill retains a Part 
Of my Compaffion—nay, I fear, my Love !— 
Would’ft thou, diftinguith’d by th’Applaufe of Kings, 
Difgrace thy Qualities, and meen the Prize 
Of a divided Heart ?>— 


DuwBar. 
| No !— witnefs Heav’n 
I love not on fuch Terms !—Am I then doom’ d, 
Unfeeling Maid! for ever, to deplore | 
Thy unabating Rigour !—The rude Flint 
Yields to th’ incefiant Drop ; but Eleonora, 
Inflexibly fevere, unchang’d remains— 
Unmov’d by'my Complaint !— 


ELEONORA. 
My Father comes ! 
Let me, with pious Ravifhment, embrace 
His martial Knees, and blefs the guardian Power 
That {crcen’d him in the Battle! 


SCENE 


- i nm em em et en ete ee ee a 
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SCENE ‘Vv. 
“Ancus, Dunsar, ELEonorRa. 


ANGUS. 
Rife my Child, 
Thou haft been always dutiful, and mild 
As the foft Breeze that fans the Summer-Eve !— 
Such Innocence endearing, gently ftole 
Into my youthful Bofom, and awak’d 
_ Loves tender Languifhment, when to my View 
Thy Mother firft difplay’d her Virgin Bloom ! 
[Turning to Dunbar. 
Come to my Arms Dunbar !—To fhield from Death 
A Parent, is the venerable Act 
Of the moft pious Duty.—Thus adopted, _ 
Henceforward be my Son !—The rebel Chiefs 
- Secure in my Safe-conduct, wait without 
The promis’d Audience.—To the King repair, 
And fignify their Prefence.— [| Bxi# Dunbar. 


SCENE VI. 
Ancus, ELEonorRaA. 


ANGUS. 
Eleonora, 
Behold th’ undaunted Youth, who ftept between 
The Stroke of Fate and me.—O’erpow’r’d, unhors’d, 
And by the Foe furrounded, I had funk 
A Victim to Barbarity énrag’d ; | 
If brave Dunbar, to his own Peril blind, 
Had not that Inftant, to my Refcue fprung.— 
Nay, when that youthful Traitor—by whofe Arm 
Releas’d, I know not, headlong rufh’d againft me ; 
My vigilant Deliverer, oppos’d 
The fierce Aggreffor, whole afpiring Creft 
Soon proftrate fe.l.— 
| D 4 ELe- 
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ELEONORA. 


‘Ha! fell !—Is Stuart flain ? 
—O! foeak my Father.— 


ANGUS. | 
7 Wherefore this Alarm! C 
Let me not find thy Bofom entertain 
A Sentiment unworthy of thy: Name !— 
The gen’rous Victor gave him. back his Life ; 
And cry’d aloud, “* This Sacrifice I make 
“* For Eleonora’s Love.” — 


ELEONORA. 
| O: matchlefs Youth ! 
His Virtues conquer’d my Efteem, before : 
But now, my grateful Sentiment inflames 
Ev’n to a Sifter’s Zeal | | 


ANGUS. | 

With rigid Power 
I would not bridle thy reluctant Thought : 
Yet, Jet me, with parental Care, commend 
The Paffion of Dunbar.— 


ELEONORA. 
| A fairer Garb 
His Title could not wear :—But when I think 
What Rocks in fecret |’e—what Tempetts rife 
On Love’s deceitful Voyage ; my timid Soul 
Recoils affrighted, and with Horror fhuns 
Th’ inviting Calm !— 


ANGUS, 

Retire, my Child, and weigh 
The diffrent Claims.—Here, Glory, Love and Truth 
Implore thy Smiles :—There, Vice with brutal Rage 
Would force thee to his Wifhes——But too long ® 
I tarry in this Place.—I muft attend 
My Sov’reign in his Interview with Athol. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. Changes to another Apartment, 
ATHOL, GRIME. | | | 


ATHOL. 

‘What we to Fortune ow’d, our Arms have paid: 
But let us now, the Changeling Pow’r renounce.—« 
Unhappy thofe, who hazard their Defigns 

On her without Referve !— 


GRIME. 
a - Our Plan purfu’d 
A Purpofe more affur’d :—With Conqueft crown’d, 
Our Aim indeed, a fairer Wreath had worn:: 
But that deny’d, on Terms of darker Hue 
Our Swords fhall force Succefs !— 


ATHOL. 
Th’ approaching Scene 

Demands our utmoft Art! not with tame Sighs 
To bend before his Throne, and fupplicate 
His Clemency, like Slaves; nor to provoke 
- With Pride of Speech, his Anger half appeas’d : 
But with Submiffion mingle (as we {peak) 
A confcious Dignity of Soul, prepar’d 
For all Events.— 


GRIME. 
Without the City-Walls, 
The Southern Troops encamp’d, already fill 
The feftal Bowl, to celebrate the Day.— 


| _ATHOL, 
By Heav’n! their flufh’d Intemperance will yield 
Occafion undifturb’d.—For while they lie, | 
With Wine and Sleep o’erwhelm’d ; the Clans that lurk 
Behind th’ adjacent Hills, fhallin the Dark, 
Approach the Gate when our Affociate Cattan ‘ 
. om- 
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Commands the Guard; then introduc’d by him, 
We take, with Eafe, Poffeffion of the Town, 
And hither move unmark’d.— 


GRIME. 
Here, if we fail, 
May my fhrunk Sinew never more unfheath 
My well-try’d Dagger ; nor my hungry Hate 
Enjoy the fav’ry Steam of hoftile Gore ! 


ATHOL. 
How my fir’d Soul anticipates the Joy! 
I fee me feated in the regal Chair, 
Enthran’d by Grime, the Partner of my Power !— 
But this important Enterprize demands 
More fecret Conference.—The Sword of Stuart 
Will much avail: But his umpractic’d Youth. 
To Doubts and Scruples fubject, hitherto 
Declines our laft Refolve.— 


GRIME. 
| It fhall be mine, 
To roufe his Paffion to the Pitch requir’d.— 
But foft '!—who comes >—Ten thoufand Curfes load 
Th’ ambitious Stripling ! 


Enter DunsBar. 
By the King’s Command, 
I come to guide you to the Throne. 


ATHOL. 
Tis well—  [Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. | 
Difcovers the Kine feated, Ancus, Attendants. 
Enter ATHOL, GRIME, introduced by DUNBAR. 


KING. 


It is not well—it is not well we meet ” : 
n 
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On Terms like thefe !—I fhould have found in Athol 
A trufty Counfellor and fteady Friend : 

And better would it fuit thy rev’rend Age, - 

Thy Station, Quality, and kindred Blood, 

To hufh ill-judging Clamour, and cement 

Divided Faétions to my Throne, again, 

Than thus embroil the State.— 


ATHOL. 
My a Aim 

Is to repair, not widen more, the Breach 

That Difcord made between us: This, my Liege, 
Not harfh Reproaches, or fevere Rebuke 

Will e’er effectuate :—No—let us rather, 

On Terms which equally become us both, 

Our Int’refts re-unite. 


KING. 
Hah !—re-unite ! 
By Heav? n, se proud Demeanor more befits 
A Sov’reign than a Subject !—Re-unite !— 
How durft thou fever from thy Faith, old Lord! 
And with an Helmet load that hoary Head 


- To wage rebellious War ! 


ATHOL. 


| The Sword of Athol 
Was n never drawn but to redrefs the Wrongs 


~~ 


His Country fuffer’d.— 


_KInNe. 
Dar’ft thou.to my Face, 
Impeach my Conduét,. baffled as thou art, 
Ungrateful Traitor 2s it thus, thy Guile 
My Clemency implores ? 


ATHOL. 
Not yet fo low 
Has Fate reduc’d us, that we need to craw! | 
Beneath 
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Beneath your Footftoo! :—In- our Camp remain 
Ten thoufand vig’rous eOUn AES: who long 
Their Honours to retrieve.— 


Kine, rifing haftily. 


Swift, hie thee to them, . 


And lead thy fugitive Adherents back !_— 
Away.—Now by the mighty Soul of Bruce ! 
Thou fhalt be met.—And if thy favage Clans 
Abide us in the Plain, we foon will tread 
Rebellion into Duft.—Why move ye not ? 
Conduct therm to their Camp:— 


ATHOL. 


If on my own Integrity of Heart 
Too far prefuming, I have gall’d the Wound — 
Too much inflam’d already.—Not with you, 
But with your Meafures ill-advis’d, I warr’d : 
Your facred Perfon, Family and Throne 

My Purpofe ftill rever’d.— — 


KING. 

O wretched Plea, 
To which thy blafted Guilt muft have Recourfe ! 
Had thy Defign been laudable, thy Tongue 
‘With honeft' Freedom boldly. fhould have fpoke 
Thy Difcontent.—Ye live not ina Reign 
Where Truth, by arbitrary Pow’r deprefs’d, 
Dares not maintain her State.—I charge the:, fay 
What lawlefs Meafures has my Pow’r purfu’d ? 


| ATHOL. 
I come, to mitigate your royal Wrath 
With Sorrow and Submiffion ; not to fum 


The Motives which compell’d metothe Field.— 


| Kino. 
I found your miferable State reduc’d 


Forgive, my Prince, 


To 
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To Ruin and Defpair :—~Your Cities drench’d 
In mutual Slaughter, defolate your Plains : . 
All Order banith’d, and all Arts decay’d -— 
No Induftry, fave what with Hands impure ‘ 
Diftrefs’d the Commonwealth :—-No Laws in Force, . 
To fcreen the Poor and check the guilty great;. 
While fqualid Famine join’d her Sifter Fiend — 
Devouring Peftilence, to curfe the Scene !— — 
I came,—I toil’d,—reform’d,—redrefs’d the whole : 
And lo, my Recompence !—But I relapfe.— 
What is your Suit ? 


ATHOL. 
7 We fue (my Liege) for Peace.— 


KING. 
Say, that my Lenity fhould grant your Prayer, 
How, for the future, fthallI reft affur’d 
Of your Allegiance ? 


ATHOL. 


Stuart fhall be left . 
The Pledge of our Behaviour.— 


KING. 


And your Arms 
Ere Noon to Morrow, fhall be yielded up. 


ATHOL. 
This too, fhall be perform’d.— 


Kine. 

. Then mark me Thane.—~ 
Becaufe the Loins, from whence my Father {fprung, 
On thee too Life beftow’d, enjoy the Gift.— 

I pardon what is paft.—In Peace confume __ 
The Winter of thy Days.—But, if ye light 
Th’ extinguifh’d Brand again, and brave my Throne 
With new Commotions :—By th’ eternal Power! 
| No 
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No future Guile, Submiffion, or Regard 
Shall check my Indignation !—TI will pour 
“My Vengeance in full Volley; and the Earth 

Shall dread to yield you Succour or Refource f 

Of this, no more.—Thy Kinfman fhall remain 

With us, an Hoftage of thy promis’d Faith_— 
So fhall our Mercy with our Prudence join, 
United brighten, and fecurely fhine. 


END of the Tuirp ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT Iv. SCENEL 


STUART. 


ci Solitude but more foments Defpair ! 
Recals—compares—and to th’ inceffant Pangs 
Ot Spite, Revenge, and Shame condemns my Soul !— 
O! what a miferable Slave am I !— 

Precipitated from the tow’ring Hope 

Of eagle-ey’d Ambition, to th’ Abyfs 

Of mutt’ring Horror, curs’d from Thought to Thought! 
-—Hah Jealoufy !—I feel th’ infernal Power ! 

Her hiffing Snakes arroufe—her Torch inflames 

My madd’ning Soul !—Yes,— if he thus permits 

My Feet to range at will; my *vengeful Hand 

Wal foon requite him.— { Enter Grime. 


SCENE I 
STUART, GRIME. 


GRIME. 

7 Wherefore thus alone ? 
Thy noble Kinfman, who now parted hence, 
Obferves a fullen Cloud o’erhang thy Brow.— 
Since from the Dungeon to his Wifh reftor’d, 

A mute Averfion to his Love, fecludes 


Thy lonely Stepsp— 


STUART. 


Yes,—thou thyfelf haft nam’d 


The Caufe accurs’d!—ha, from the Dungeon freed !—~ 


And freed by whom !—there’s Poifon inthe Thought! 
—Am I not Hoftage of my Uncle’s Shame ?— | 
| | GRIME. 


48 Th REGICIDE: 


GRIME. 
‘Thou dwell’ft on that too much.—Few live exempt 
From Difappointment and Difgrace, who run 
Ambition’s rapid Courfe.—lInur’d to Pain, 
The hard’ned Soul, at laft, forgets to feel 
The Scourge of Fate ; 5 and fearlefs, rufhes on 
To Deeds advent’rous.— 


STUART. 
Who fhall frame th’ Attempt 

That Stuart dreads t’ atchieve ?—not Peftilence 
Not raging Seas, nor livid Flames can bound 
My dauntlefs Undertaking !—Tell me, Grime, 
For thou waft train’d to Feats of horrid Proof, 
Since, not the Voice of Heav’n itfelf, can jare 
My Honour back again ;—what Pow’r of Hell 
Shall I invoke to orn my Revenge ?— 


GRIME. 
Ha! Did’ft thou fay, Revenge ?—Hiail, fable Pow’ r; 
To me more dear than Riches or Renown! 
What gloomy Joy, to drench the Dagger deep 
In the proud Heart of him who robb’d my Fame! 
My Fortune thwarted ; or effay’d by Fraud 
To _— my Delights !— 


STUART. 
Ha! thou haft rous’d 

The Scorpion-Thought that ftings me !|— 

“_—Mark me, Grime,— 
Our baffled Caufe could not alarm me thus : 
If Conqueft for the Foe declar’d to Day ; 
Our Arms again the Vagrant might compel, 
And chain her to our Side—But know, my Love 
Has been defrauded !—Eleonora’s Heart 
That Wretch invades.—That Ravifher, who cropt 
‘My budding Fame and funk me to Reproach ! 
He, whom my Jealoufy, in all its Rage, = n 

a 
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Hath fingled for Deftruéction !— 


GRIME. 
He fhall die !— 


STUART. | 
Yes, he fhall die !—He fhall be flea’d—impal’d ! 
And his torn Bowels thrown to Beafts of Prey !— 
My favage Hate fhall on his Tortures feed ! 
I will have Vengeance ! 


~ GRIME. 
: ~ Would’ft thou have it full, 
Include his Patrons.— 


STUART. 
Ha !——-What—fhall my. Arm 
Untheath the fecret Steel ! 


GRIME. 
Yes.—Strike at once, 
F or Liberty, Ambition and Revenge.— 
Let the proud Tyrant yield his haughty Soul : 
And all his Offspring {well the fanguine ne 
Let Angus perifh too.— 


STUART. 
O wond’rous Plan 

Of unreftrain’d Barbarity !—It fuits 
The Horrors of my Bofom !—All !—What all ?- 
In flaughter’d Heaps.—The Progeny and Sire !— 
To fluice them in th’ unguarded Hour of Reft !— 
Infernal Sacrifice !—dire—ev’n too dire 
For my Defpair !—To me what have they done 
To merit fuch Returns >—No, my Revenge 
Demands the Blood of one, and he fhall fall_— 


GRIME. 


It thall fuffice—Dunbar fhall bleed alone.—- 
E 
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- But let us feize him on the Verge of Blifs; 
When the fond Maid’s enkind’ling Looks confefs 
The Flames of bafhful Love: When eager Joy, 
And modeft Fear, by Turns exalt the Bluth 

To amore fervid Glow.—When Eleonora. 
Unfolds Elyfium+o his raptur’d View, 

And fmiles him to her Arms.— 


STUART. 

Hah !—Light’ning fcorch. 
Thy Tongue, Blafphemer !—Sooner may this Globe 
Be hurl’d to the profound Abyfs of Hell !— 
But vain are Words.—This is no Place—remember, 
He fhall not triumph thus !—Thou.haft bely’d him— 
He means it not.—Nor will the Syren fmile— . 
No, Grime,—the dares not {mile him to her Arms! 


| GRIME. 
-Reproach, or mute Difguft, is the Reward 
Of candid Friendfhip, that difdains to hide 
Unpalatable Truth !—TI tell thee, Youth, 
Betroth’d by Angus to Dunbar, fhe yields 
Her plighted Faith, this Hour.—But fee '—the Maid . 
Moves hitherward alone !— 


STUART. 
Hafte,—leave me, Grime! 
My Soul is up in Arms !—my Vengeance boils! » 
Love, Jealoufy, implacable Defpair 
In Tempefts wheel._— 


GRIME. 
: Thou fhalt not tarry here !— 
Thy frantic Rage may rafhly overturn 
Our whole Defign ! 1. 
STUART. 


Let me not urge again 


Thy fwift Departure !—hence—I come anon.— _ 
[ Exit Grime, 
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SCEN E III. 
Stuart, ELEONORA, 


STUART. 
When laft we parted, Love had reconcil’d 
‘Our mutual Jealoufies ; and breath’d anew 
The Soul of Harmony within our Breafts.— _ 
-Haft thou not, ‘fince that Period, entertain’d 
One adverfe Thought to Conftancy and me ? 


ELEONORA 
Say, who invefted thee with Pow’r fupreme 
O’er Eleonora’s Conduét ; that thou com’{t 
With frowning A fpect, thus, to judge my Fame ?—a 
Haft thou not forfeited all Claim to me? 
Have I not feen thee ftray from Honour’s Path i e 
And fhall my Love be to the Breaft confin’d, 
Where Treafon in her darkeft Hue prefides !— 
No !—let me wipe thee, blotted as thou art, 
From my abhorrent Thoughts !|— 


STUART. 
Not all this Pride 

of mimic Virtue—not th’ affembled Hoft 
Of female Wiles, how exquifite foe’er, 
Shall fhelter thee, Deceiver !—What new Stain 
Defiles my Bofom, fince the Morning faw 7 
Thy Tendernefs o’erflow ; and heard thy Tongue 
Seduce me to thy faithlefs Arms, again ? 


ELEONORA. 
Is this the Teftimony of thy Love ? 
This thy afferted Honour ! to revile 
Defencelefs Innocence ?—But this will aid 
My Duty, to forget thee.—Do’ft thou afk 
What recent Outrage has eftrang’d my Heart ?-— 
There needed none.—The Meafure of thy Cult 
E 2 Was 
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Was full enough before.—Yet thou haft heap’d 
Offences to Excefs : In Battle fought 

Againft thy King; and fought, with lifted Arm, 

My Father’s Lite—ungratetul as thou art ! 

Know then, the Honour of my Name forbids 

Our Fates to join ; and it fhall ne’er be faid, 

— That Eleonora, loft to Glory, took 

A Traitor to her Bed !— 


STUART. . 
Perfidious Witch ! 
Thy Charms fhall not avail thee ; for Icome 
Th’ avenging Minifter of broken Faith ! | 
To claim the promis’d Fruitage of my Love— 
. Or—mark me—punith, with. thy guilty Blood, 
Thy Perjury and Fraud !— 


ELEONORA. 

Wilt thou attempt | 
To gain by Menaces, what the foft Sigh 
Of plaintive Anguifh, would implore in‘vain ? 
Here ftrike—and let thy ruthlefs Poignard drink 
The Blood of Douglas, which has often flow’d 
In Virtue’s Caufe ; and ev’ry Soil enrich’d,, 
‘From wintry Scania to the facred Vale 
Where Lebanon exalts his lofty Brow.— 


STUART. 

_Egregious Sorc’refs !—give me back my Peace— 
Bid Yefterday return, that faw my Youth 

Adorn’d in all its Splendor, and elate 

With gen’rous Pride and Dignity of Soul !— 

Ere yet thy Spells had difcompos’d my Brain, 
Unftrung my Arm, and laid me in the Duft, 
Beneath a Rival’s F eet !— 


ELEONORA. 
Hear all ye Powers! 
He gan of me, what his own conicious Guilt 


Hath 
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Hath robb’d him of.—And do’ft thou look for Peace 
In my afflicted Bofom ?—There, indeed, 
Thine Image dwells with Solitude and Care, 
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Amid the Devaftation thou haft made ! [Veeps. 


? STUART. 
O Crocodile !—Curfe on thefe faithlefs Drops 
Which fall, but to enfnare!—Thy fpecious Words 
Shall fooner lull the founding Surge, than check 
The Fury that impels me I—Yet—by Heav’n, 
Thou art divinely fair! and thy Diftrefs 
With magic Softnefs ev’ry Charm improves !— 
Wer't thou not falfe as Hell, not Paradife 
Could more Perfection boaft !—O ! let me turn 
My fainting Eyes from thy refiftlefs Face ; 
And from my Senfe exclude the foothing Sound 
Of thy inchanting Tongue I—Yet—yet renounce 
Thine Infidelity —To thine Embrace 
Receive this Wanderer—this Wretch forlorn !— 
Speak Peace to his diftracted Soul ; and eafe 
The Tortures of his Bofom !— 


ELEONORA. 

Haplefs Youth! 
My Heart plese for thee !—carelefs of her own, 
Bleeds o’er thy Sorrows !—’mid the flinty Rocks 
My tender Feet would tread, to bring thee Balm : 
_Or, unrepining, tempt the pathlefs Snow !— 
O! could my Death recall thy banifh’d Quiet ! 
Here would I kneel, a Suppliant to Heav’n, 
In thy Behalf; and offer to the Grave 
The Price of thy Repofe !—Alas ! I fear 
Our Days of Pleafure are for ever paft! 


STUART. 

O thou haft Joy and Horror in thy Gift ! 

And fway’ft my Soul at Will !——blefs’d in thy Love, 

The Memory of Sorrow and Difgrace, 

That preys upon my Youth, would foon forfake 
E 3 
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My raptur’d Thought, and Hell fhould plot in vain, 


To fever us again !|—O! let me clafp thee, 
Thou Charm ineffable! 


ELEONORA. 


| Forbear, fond Youth, 
Our unrelenting Deftiny hath rais’d 
Eternal Bars between us ! | 


STUART. 
Ha!—what Bars ? 


| ELEONORA. 
A Sacrifice demanded by my Sire— 
A Vow-— ' 
STUART. 


Perdition !—Say what Vow, rafh Maid! 


ELEONORA. 
A fatal Vow ! that blafts our mutual Love—~ 


| “STUART. 
Jnfernal Vipers gnaw thy Heart !—A Vow !— 
A. Vow that to my Rival gives thee up !— 
Shall he then trample on my Soul at Jaft.— 
Mock my Revenge and aie at my Defpair! 
Ha!—fhall he nfle all thy Sweets, at Will, 
And riot in the Tranfports due to me? | 
Th’ accurfed Image ae ee around my Brain !— 
He pants with Rapture !—Horror to my Soul ! 
He furfeits on Delight !— 


ELEONORA. 
O gentle Heav’n ! 
Let thy foft Mercy on his Soul defcend 
In Dews of Peace !—Why roll with fiery Gleam 
Thy ftarting Eye-Balls ?—-Why on thy pale Cheek 
-‘Trembles fell Rage!—and why fuftains thy Frame 


This 
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This univerfal Shock ?—TIs it, alas ! 
That I have fworn, I never will be thine °— 
True, this I fwore— 


STUART. 

Hah !—never to be mine! 
Th’ awaken’d Hurricane begins to rage !— 
Be Witnefs, Heav’n, and Earth, and Hell! fhe means | 
To glad the Bofom of my Foe !—Come then 
Infernal Vengeance! aid me to perform 
A Deed that Fiends themfelves will weep to fee! [ Draws. 
Thus, let me blaft his full-bloom’d— 

Enter DUNBAR, who interpofes. 


SCENE IV. 
DuNBAR, STUART, ELEONORA. | 


DuNBAR. 
Ruffian, hold 
Thy defp’rate Hand !_-What Fury *{cap’d from Hell, 
Infpires thy Rage to wanton in the Blood 
Of fuch eine Goodnefs ?-—~ 


STUART. 
Infamy 
Like mine, deface the Glories of thy Name! 
What bufy Dzmon fent thee hither, now, 
My Vengeance to defeat >—The Hour is come— 
The Hour is come at laft, that muft decide 
For ever our Pretenfions ! 


DuNBaR. 
Whatfoe’er 
Thy Hate could meditate againft my Life, 
My Nature might forgive : But this Attempt 
Divefts my Soul of Mercy— 


EK 4 STUART | 


. 
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STUART. 
Guide my Point 
Ye Pow’rs of Darknefs, to my Rival’s Heart, 
Then take me to yourfelves. ive bey fight. 


ELEONORA. 
Reftrain—reftrain 
Your mutual F renzy !—Hiorror !—help—behold— 
Behold this miferable Bofom !—plunge | 
Your Poignards here ; and in its aA Source 
Your Enmity affuage ! (ee 


STUART falling. 

It will not be— 
Thy Fortune hath eclips’d me : And the Shades 
Of Death environ me. —Yet, what is Death 
When Honour brings it, but th’ eternal Seal 
Of Glory, never-—never to be broke !— 
O thou haft flain me in a dreadful Hour! 
My Vengeance fruftrated—my Profpect curs’d 
With thy approaching Nuptials! and my Soul 
Difmifs’d in all her—/eonora !—Oh! [ Dies. 


-SCENE V. 
Dunsar, ELEONORA. 


DUNBAR. 
Ah! ! wherefore doft thou wring thy tender Hands 
In woeful Attitude ?—ah! wherefore lift 
Thy ftreaming Eyesto Heav’n; while the deep Groan. 
Dilates thy lab’ring Breaft ? 


ELEONORA. 
This is too magches 
This is too much to bear !—thou haft deftroy’d 
| sl laft Remains of Peace ! 
Dun- 
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DunBar. : 
And, was thy os 
Depofited i in him ?—In him who rais’d 
His impious Hand to kill thee !—Is it well 
To mourn his Fall, and thus accufe the Blow 
That refcu’d thee from Death? 


ELEONORA. 

I blame not thee, 
No, Heav’ n forbid !—I blame riot my Protector— 
Yet thy Protection has undone me quite ! 
And I will mourn—for ever mourn the Hour— 
_ Th’ ill-omen’d Hour, that on thy Sword conferr’d 
Such terrible Succefs How pale appear 
Thefe clay-cold Cheeks where Grace and Vigour glow'd! 
O difmal Spectacle ! How humble now 
Lies that Ambition which was late fo proud ! 
Did he not cal! me with his lateft Breath !— 
He would have faid—but cruel Fate contrdul’d | 
His fault’ring Tongue!—He would have faid, ‘‘ For thee, 
“* For thee falfe Maid, I perifh undeplor’d ! " 
O! had’ft thou known how obftinately true 
My Heart remained to thee, when thy own Guilt, | 
My Duty, and thy Rival’s Worth, confpir’d 
. To banifh thee from thence; thy parting Soul 
Would have acquitted—nay, perhaps, bewail’d 
My perfecuted Truth ! 











DUNBAR. 
O turn thine Eyes : 

From the fad Object !—Turn thy melting Thoughts 
From the difaftrous Theme, and look on me— : 
On me who would with Exftafy refign 
This wretched Being, to be thus embalm’d 
With Eleonora’s Tears !—Were I to fall, 
Thy Pity would not thus lament my Fate ! 


EL E- 
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ELEONORA. 
Thy Death, fuch Lamentation would not move, 
More envy’d than bemoan’d ;—thy Memory 
Would ftill be cherifh’d , and thy Name furvive 
To lateft Ages, in immortal Bloom.— 
Ah, ’tis not fo with him !—He leaves behind 
No dear Remembrance of unfully’d Fame ! 
No Monument of Glory, to defy 
The Storms of Time !—Nought but Reproach and Shame! 
Nought, but perpetual Slander, brooding o’er 
His Reputation loft !—O fearful Scene 
Of dire Exiftence, that muft never clofe ! 


SCENE-VL 


Ancus entring, HPEONOEA DuNBAR, Attendants. 





| Ay NGUS. 

What Sound” of femal Woe Ha! Stuart flain ! 

Alas! J fear thou art the fatal Caufe ! [To Eleonora. 
ELEONORA. 


Too well my Father has divin’d the Caufe 

Of their unhappy Strife !—Wherefore, ye Powers ! 
Am Ito Mifery deliver’d up ! 

What kindred Crime (alas!) am I decreed 

To expiate, that Misfortunes fall fo thick 

On my poor Head ! 


Anus to Dunbar. | 
How durft your lawlefs Rage 
Profane this facred Place with private Brawl ! 


DUNBAR. 


By Heav’n ! 7 no Place how much foe’er rever’d, 
Shall f{creen th’? Affaffin who, like him, would aim 
The murd’rous Steel at E/eonora’s Breatt ! 


ANGUS. 


a a us ema a Ca lec 
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ANGUS. 
Fia!—were his Aims fo mercilefs ?—Too juft 
The Vengeance that o’ertook him !—But th’ Event 
With this unftable Juncture ill accords !— 
Remove the Body.—Thou meanwhile retire, 
Thy Prefence may awake, or aggravate 
The Rage of Athol. ) [The Body is removed. 


DuNBAR. 
, Therefore I obey.— 
And O thou lovely Mourner! who now droop’ft 
Like the fpread Rofe beneath th’ inclement Shower, 
When next we meet, I hope to fee thee bloom 
With vernal F refhnels, and again unfold 
Thy Beautiesto theSun! — [Exit Dunbar. 


SCENE VII 
Angus, ELEONORA. 


ANGUS.’ 

Let us, my Child, 
Lament with Steadinefs, thofe Ills that flow 
From our Mifhap: Yet therefore not afcribe 
To felf Demerit, impotently griev’d, 
The Guilt of Accident—Thou -haft enough 
Denoted thy Concern.—Let me not think, 
Thy Sorrow hath efpoufed a Traitor’s Caufe, 


ELEONORA. 
Ah! what avails to me, the hard won Palm 
Of fruitlefs Virtue ?—Will it lull to Reft 
Internal Anguifh !—-Will it yield me Peace ?>— 


 ANncGuS. 
Thy indifcreet Affliction, fhall not plead 
Againft thee, with me, now.—Remember this, 
If thou art weak enough to harbour ftill 
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A guilty Flame; to thy Affiftance call 
That noble Pride and Dignity of Scorn, 
Which warms, exalts and purifies the Soul. 
But I will truft thee to thyfelf—Withdraw ; 
For Athol comes, and on his Vifage lours . 


A Storm of Wrath. [ Exit Eleonora. 


SCENE VIII 
Ancus, ATHOL. 


ATHOL. 


Are thefe the fair Effeets 
Of our Submiffion !—Thefe, the promis’d Fruits 


Of Amity reftor’d !—To violate 

The Laws of Hofpitality—To guide 
The midnight Murderer’s inhuman Blow, 
And facrifice your Guetts ! 


, ANGUS. | 
That Athol mourns 
This unforefeen Severity of Fate, 
I marvel not.—My own paternal Senfe 
Is wak’d by Sympathy ; and I condole 
His interefting Lofs——But thus to tax 
Our blamelefs Faith with traiterous Defign, 
Not with our pure Integrity conforms, 
Nor with thy Duty, Thane. 


ATHOL. 
Ha !—who art thou, 
That I fhould bear thy Cenfure and Reproof ?>— 
Not Proteftation, nor th’ affected Air 
Of Sympathy and Candour, fhall amufe 
My ftrong Conception, nor elude the Cry 
Of Juftice and Revenge! é 


ANGUS. 


Had Juftice crav’d 





With . 


. 
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With rigid Voice, the Debt incurr’d by thee, | 
How had’ft thou far’d ?—Say, what has plac’d thy Deeds 
Above my Cenfure ?—Let this Day’s Event a 
Proclaim how far I merit thy Difdain— 
That my Humanity is mifconceived > 
Not much alarms my Wonder: Confcious Fraud — 
Still harbours with Sufpicion.—Let me tell thee— 
The Fate of Stuart was fupremely juft. | 
Th’ untimely Stroke his favage Heart prepar’d 
Againft the guiltlefs Breaft of Eleonora, 
Avenging Heav’n retorted on himéelf. 


/ 


ATHOL. 
I thought where all thy-Probity would end, 
Difguis’d Accomplice !—But remember, Lord, 
Should this blood-fpotted Bravo ’fcape, fecure 
In thy Protection, or th’ unjuft Extent 
Of regal Pow’r; by all my Wrongs! I'll fpread . 
Th’ Seeds of Vengeance o’er th’ affrighted Land, 


_ And Blood fhall anfwer Blood ! 


Ancus. 
How far thy Threats | 


Are to be fear’d, we know.—But fee, the King!— __ 


SCENE .WIX.. 
‘Kino, Ancus, ATHOL. , 


KING. 
Tell me—proud Thanes, why are ye found oppos’d’ . 


An loud Revilings ?—You, that fhould promote 


By fair Example, Unity and Peace! 


. ATHOL. 
Have I not Caufe to murmur and complain ? 


_ Stuart, the lateft Gift and deareft Pledge 


Of Love fraternal, footh’d my bending Age: 
Him hath the unrelenting Dagger torn : 
| From: 
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From my eee Arms ; and left (alas!) 
This faplefs Trunk, to ftretch its wither’d Boughs 
To you for Juftice!—Juftice then I crave. 


: KING. 

To fend the injur’d unredrefs’d away, 

How. great foe’er the Offender, or the Wrong’d | 
Howe’er obfcure, is wicked—weak' and vile: 
Degrades, defiles and fhould dethrone a King! 
Say freely, Thane, who has aggriev’d thee thus, 
And were he dear as her who fhares our Throne, 
Thou fhalt have ample Vengeance. 


ATHOL. 


: Then I charge | 
The Son of March with Perfidy and Murder. 


ANGUS. 
Were I with mean Indifference to hear 
Th’ envenom’d Tongue of Calumny traduce 
Defencelefs Worth, I fhould but ill deferve 
Your royal Confidence.——Dunbar has flain 
The Kinfman of this Thane; yet fell he not. 
By Murder, Cowardice, or foul Defign. 
The Sword of Stuart was already drawn 
To facrifice my Daughter, when Dunbar, 
By Heav’n directed hither, interpos’d, 
Redeem’d the trembling Victim, and repell’d 
His Rival’s Fury on his haplefs Head. 


ATHOL. 
Muft I refer me to the partial Voice 
Of an invet’rate Foe >—No, I reject 
The tainted Evidence, and rather claim 
The Combat Proof—Enfeebled are my Limbs 
With Age that creeps along my Nerves unftrung, 
Yet fhall the Juftice of my Caufe recal 
My youthful Vigour, roufe my loit’ring Blood, 
Swellev’ry Sinew, ftrengthen ev’ry, Limb, 


And 
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And crown me with Succefs-——Behold my Gage— 
I wait for Juftice. 





KING. | | 

Juftice fhalt thou have— 

Nor fhall an equitable Claim depend 

On fuch precarious Iffue-——Who fhall guard 

The Weak from Violence, if brutal Force 

May vindicate Oppreffion—Truth alone 

Shall rule the fair Decifion, and thy Wrongs, 

If thou art wrong’d, in my unbyafs’d Sway 

Shall find a juft Avenger. Let Dunbar 

Appear when urg’d, and Anfwertothe Charge. [To Angus. 
[ Exeunt King, Angus. 





 , SCENE X. 
ATHOL, GRIME. 


| ATHOL. 
Curfe on the fmooth Diffembler ! Welcome Grime. 
My Soul is wrought to the fublimeft Rage 
of horrible Revenge !—If aught remain’d 
Of cautious Scruple, to the fcatt’ring Winds 
I give the Phantome. May this Carcafe rot, 
A loathfome Banquet to the Fowls of Heav’n, 
If e’er my Breaft admit one Thought to bound 
The Progrefs of my Hate! , 








GRIME. 
What means my Prince ? 


.  ATHOL, 
Th’ unhappy Youth is flain! 


GRIME. 
| Ha !—Hell be prais’d— 
He was a peevifh Stripling, prone to Change. [Ade 
-—Vain is Condolance.—Let our Swords be {wift 
To 
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To fate his hov’ring Shade.—I have conferr’d 
With trufty Cattan, our Defign explain’d, ~- 
And his full Aid fecur’d—To Night, he rules 
The middle Watch.—The Clans already move 
In Silence o’er. the Plain. 


A'THOL. 
-Come then ye Rowers 

That dwell with Night, and patronize Eee ! 
Attend our ‘Invocation, and confirm 
Th’ exterminating Blow !—My Boughs are lopt, 
But they will fprout again: My vig’rous Trunk 

Shall flourifh from the Wound my Foes shave made, 

And yet again, project an awful Shade. 


END of the FourtH ACT. — 


~- 
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ACT. V. SCENE I 


Kinc, QuEEn, DunBar. 


| QUEEN. noe 3 

O this was more than the ill-forted Train 

- Of undetermin’d Fancy!—This convey’d 
No loofe imperfect Images: But-all | 
Was dreadfully diftinét! as if the Hand 
Of Fate had wrought it.—-Profit by thofe Signs— 
Your guardian Angel diétates.-O my Prince ! 
Let not your blind Security difgrace | 
The Merit of your Prudence. 


Kinc. 
: No, my Queen 
Let us avoid the oppofite Extremes 
Of Negligence fupine, and proftrate Fear.— 
Already hath our Vigilance perform’d 
What Caution juftifies: And for thy Dream ; 
As fuch confider it—The vain Effect 
Of an Imagination long difturb’d.— 
Life with fubftantial Ills, enough is curs’d: 
Why thould we then, with frantic Zeal, purfue 
Unreal Care; and with th’ illufive Form 
Which our own teeming Brain produc’d, affright — 
- Our Reafon from her Throne ? | 


QUEEN. 


: : In all your Courfe 
Of youthful Glory, when the guiding Hand 
Of warlike Henry led you to the Field ; 
When my Soul fuffer’d the fucceffive Pangs 
Of fond Impatience and repreffive Fear : 
When ev’ry reeking Meffenger from France, 
a) Wreath’d 


/ 
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Wreath’d a new Garland for “’bania’s Prince, 

And fhook my Bofom with the dreadful Tale 

That {poke your Praife ; fay, did my weak Defpair 
Recal you from the Race ?—Did not my Heart 
Efpouie your Fame, -and patiently await 

The End of your Career ?—O! by the Joys 

I felt at your Return, when fmiling Love 

_ Secure, with Rapture reign’d.—O ! by thefe Tears, 
Which feldom plead ; indulge my boding Soul ! 
Arroufe your conqu’ring Troops ; let Angus guard 
The Convent with a chofen Band.—The Soul 

Of Treaton is abroad !— , 


KING. 
Ye ruling Powers ! 

Let me not wield the Sceptre of this Realm, 
When my degen’rate Breaft becomes the Haunt 
Of haggard Fear—O! what a Wretch is he, 
Whof: tev’rous Life cevoted to the gloom 
Of Superftition, feels th’ inceffant Throb 
Of ghaftly Pannic !—In whofe ftartled Ear 
The Knell {till deepens, and the Raven croaks! 


QUEEN. 
Vain be my Terrors—my Prefages vain— 
Yet with my fond Anxiety comply, 
And my Repofe reftore!—Not for myf lf— 
Not to prolong the Seafon of my Life, 
Am I thus fuppliant.—Ah no! for you— 
For you whofe Being gladdens and protects 
A grateful Pecple—You, whofe parent Boughs 
Detends your tender Offspring from the Blafts 
. That foon would tear them up!—For you, the Source 
Of all our Happinefs and Peace, I fear ! [Kneels. 


| KING. 
Arife, my Queen—O! thou art all compos’d 
Of melting Piety and tender Love! 
‘Lhou fhair be fausfy'd. Ts ev'ry Guard 





By 
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By Angus vilited >— | 


DUNBAR. 


Ev’n now, my Liege, © 
With Ram/fay and his Troop, he fcours the Plain. 


| Kina. 
Still watchful o’er his Charge.—The lib’ral Hand - 
Of Bounty will have nothing to beftow, 
"Ere Angus ceafe to merit !|—Say, Dunbar, 
Who rules the nightly Watch ? 


‘DUNBAR. 
To Cattan’s Care | 
The City Guard is fubject. 


KING. 

I have mark’d 
Much Valour in him.—Htie thee to him, Youth, 
And bird him witha chofen few, furrcund 
The Cloifters of the Convent ; and remain 
*Till Morn full ftreaming fhall relieve his Watch. 

[Exit Dunbar. 

Thus fhall Repofe, with glad Affurance, ’ wate 
Its balmy Bleffing to thy troubled Breatft. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II... 
| GRIME, CATTAN. 


GRIME. 
Thus far, brave Cattan, Fortune feems inclin’d 
To recompenfe us for the Day’s Difgrace— 
Our Band conceal’d within the Cloifters, wait 
With Eagernefs and Joy the aufpicious Hour, 
To perpetrate the Deed. It now remains, 
To regulate our Conduct, and to each 
His Share of this great Enterprize affign.— 
It Agus lives, in vain our Arms devote 


F 2 The 
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The Ufurper and his Progeny to Death: 

His Power and Principles will ftill fupply 
Frefh Obftacles, which all our future Efforts 
Can ne’er furmount. 7 


CATTAN. 
Then let our Swords prevent 
All farther Oppofition, and at once 
Difmifs him to the Shades. 


GRIME. 
Thine be the Tafk— 
I know with what juft Indignation burns 
Thy gen’rous Hate, againft the partial Thane, 
Who, to thine Age and Services, preferr’d 
A raw unpractis’d Stripling. 


CaTTAN. 
Ha !—no more. 
The bare Remembrance tortures me !—O Grime! 
How will my Sou! his mortal Groans enjoy ! 


7 GRIME. 

While we within perform th’ intrepid Blow, 

‘Fo his Apartment thou fhalt move alone ; 

Nor will Pretence be wanting : Say, thou bring’ ft 
Intelligence important, that demands 

His inftant Ear :—Then fhalt thou find thy Foe 
Unarm’d and unattended.——Need my Tongue 
Inftruct thee further ? 





CaTTAN. 
: No,—let my Revenge 
Sugeeft what follows By the Pow’rs of Fell! ! 
I will be drunk with Vengeance ! 





GRIME. 
To thy Guard 
Meanwhile r repair, and wae "till he returns 


oc With 
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With Ramfay from thé Plain.—But fee! they come, . 
We muft avoid them, and retire unfeen. _ [Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. ™& Apartment. 
| Ancus, Ramsay, 


. ANGUS. 

By Heav’n, it much alarms me !—Wide o’er all _ 
‘The dufky Plain, by the Fires half extinét, 
Are feen the foldiers, roll’d in Heaps confus "d, 
The Slaves of brutal Appetite-—Save thofe 
Beneath thy Difcipline, fcarce one remains 
F rom the Contagion free. 


R AMSAY. 
When we return’d 
F stigu'd f from Battle, Numbers brought, unafk’d, 
Refrefhments for the wounded from the Town: 
‘Thence, the Temptation fpread from Rank to ari 
And few refitted. 


ANGUS | 
But that I confult 

My King’s s Tranquillity, and would not wake 
Tb’ affrighted Citizens with an Alarm, 
An hundred Trumpets fhould this inftant, raife 
Their brazen Throats together, and arroufe 
Th’ extended Sluggards.—Go, my valiant Friend, 
And with thy uninfected Troop attend 
To ev’ry Motion of th’ incertain Night. [Exit Ramfay. 


SCENE WV. 


ANGUS. 
Now, the loud Tempeft of the toilful Day 
Subfides into a Calm.—And yet my Soul 
Still labours thro’ the Storm !—By Day or Night, | 
Jn flarid Youth, or mellow Age, fcarce fleets 
F 3 One 
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One Hour without its Care '!—Not Sleep itfelf 
Js ever balmy ; for the fhadowy Dream 
Oft meas fubftantial Woe ! 


‘5S C EN E V. 
ANGUS, CATTAN. 


CAaTTAN. 

My noble Lord, 
Within the Portal as I kept my Watch, 
Swift gliding Shadows by the g!imm’ring Moon, 
TI could perceive in Forms of armed Men, 
Poffefs the Space that borders on the Porch— 
I queftion’d thrice ; they yielded no Reply : 
And now the Soldiers, rang’d in clofe Array, 
Wait your Command. 


ANGUS. 


Foul Treafon | eacogiil Quics, lead 1 me to the Place— 
1S WwW 


CATTAN. 
It were not good. 
To venture forth unarm’d.—Couragious Thane, 
Receive this Dagger.— [Attempts to flab Angus, whe 
wrefis the Dagger from him, 
and kills him. 


ANGuS. 


| Ha, perfidious Slave! 
What means this bale ppenceinee ’—Thou fhalt not ’fcape. 


+ CaTTAN. 
Curfe on my feeble Arm that fail’d to ftrike 
The Poignard to thy Heart !—How like a Dog 
I tamely fall de'pis’d ! 


ANGUS. 
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ANGUS. 
Fell Ruffian! fay, 
Who fet thee on ?>—This Treachery, I fear, 
Is but the prelude to fome dreadful Scene !— 


Catran. 

Juft are thy Terrors.—By the infernal Gulph 
That opehs to receive me! I would plunge 
Into the Abyfs with Joy, could the Succefs 
Of Athol teaft my Senfe! 

[A Noife of clafbing Swords aa Shreiks. 

—Hah '—now the Sword 

Of - Slaughter fmoaks !—Th’ exulting Thane furveys 
Th’ imperial Scene; while grimly finiling Grime 
With purple Honours deck'd. 





ANGUS... . 
Tremend’ous Powers ! 


CATTAN. 


O’er the faln Tyrant ftrides 





[ Dies. 


ANGUS. 

Heav’n fheild us all! — 
Amazing Feuer chills me !—Ha, Dunbar! 
Then Treafon triumphs !—O my Son! my Son! 


SCENE VI 
Ancus, DUNBAR wounded. 


DuNBAR. 
I fought thee, noble Thane, while yet my Limbs 
Obey their Lord.—I fought thee, to unfold 
My zealous Soul, ’ere yet fhe takes her Flight.— 
Stretch’d on the Ground, thefe Eyes beheld the King 
Transfix’d a lifelefs Coarle! And faw this, Arm 
Too latc to fave—too feeble to avenge him !— 
Fo 4 ANGUS. 
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ANGUS. | 
Weep Caledonia, weep !—thy Peace is flain— 
Thy Father and thy King !—O! this Event, 
Like a vaft Mountain, loads my ftagsring Soul, 
And crufhes all her Pow’rs !—But fay, my Friend, 
If yet thy Strength permits, how this befel. 


DuNBAR, . . © 

‘AA Band of Rebels, glean’d from the Defeat, 
By Athol, lurk’d behind the adjacent Hills : 
Thefe, faithlefs Cattan, favour’d by the Night, 
Admitted to the City, join’d their Power 
With his corrupted Guard, and hither led them 
Unmark’d, where foon they enter’d unoppos’d.— 
Alarm’d, I ftrove—but ftrove, alas! in vain. 
To the fad Scene ’ere I could force my Way, 
Our Monarch was no more! Around him lay 
An Heap of Traitors, whom his fingle Arm 
Had flain before he fell—_Th’ unhappy Queen, 
Who, to defend her Confort’s, had oppos’d 
‘Her own defencelefs Frame, expiring, pour’d _ 
Her mingling Blood in copious Stream with his ! 

~ AnGus. 
Wuftrious Victims, !—O difaft?rous Fate! 
Ulnfeeling Monfters ! Execrable Fiends! - 
To wanton thus in royal Blood ! 


DuNBAR. 

| O Thane! 
How shall I fpeak the Sequel of my Tale! 
How will thy fond parental Heart be rent 
With mortal Anguifh, when my Tongue relates 
The Fate of Eleonora ! 


ANGUS. 
— Ha !—my Fears 
Anticipate thy Words !——O fay, Dunbar, | | 
How fares my Child! DuNnBaArR, 
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DuNBAR. | 

. The Shades of endlefs Night 
Now fettle o’er her Eyes !—heroic Maid ! 
She to th’ affaulted Threfhold bravely ran, 
And with her fnowy Arm, fupply’d a Bolt 


. To bar their Entrance :—But the barb’rous Crew 


Broke in impet’ous, crufh’d her flender Limb, 
When Grime, his Dagger brandifhing, exclaim’d, 


_ Behold the Sorc’refs whofe accurfed Charms 


Betray’d the Youth ; and whofe invet’rate Sire 
This Day revers’d our Fortune in the Field !— 


This for Revenge !—then plung’d it in her Breaft !—~ 


| Thro’ many a Wound, and in th’ Affaffin’s Heart 


| : A NGUS., 
Infernal Homicide! 


DUNBAR. 


There—there I own 
He vanquifh’d me indeed !—What tho’ I rufh’d 


Imbrew’d my faithful Steel—But fee, where comes 
By her Attendants led, the bleeding Fair ! 


SCENE VII. 
Anous,Dunpar, ELEONORA wounded and fupported. 


7 ELEONORA. 
Here fet me down—vain is your kind Concern 
Ah! ,who, with parent Tendernefs, will blefs 


My parting Soul, and clofe my beamlefs Eyes ! 
Ah! who defend me, and with pious Care 
To the cold Grave commit my pale Remains ! [Swoons. 


ANGUS. 


O Mifery!—look up—thy Father calls—[ Embracing ber. 
FE e- 
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SA ELEONORA. 

What Angel borrows that paternal Voice! 
Ha! lives. my Father.!—Ye propitious Powers ! 
He folds me in his Arms—Yes, he furvives 
The Havock of this Night !—O let me now | 
Yield up my fervent Soul with raptur’d Praife ! 
For Angus lives t’ avenge his murder’d Prince, 
To fave h's Country, and protract his Blaze 
Of Glory, farther fill ! 


ANGUS. 

And is it thus, 
The melting Parent clafps his darling Child ! 
My Heart is torn with agonizing Pangs | 
Of complicated Woe ! 


DuNnBar. 

The Public craves - 
Taniedinte Aid from thee—But I wax weak.—. 
Our Infant King furrounded in the Fort, 
Demands thy prefent Help.— 


- 


ANGUS. 

| Yes, loyal Youth ! 
Thy glorious Wounds inftruct me, what I owe 
To my young Sov’reign, and my Country’s Peace! 
_ But how fhall I fuftain the rav’nous Tribe 

Of various Griefs, that gnaw me all at once ? 

My royal Mafter falls, my Country groans, 
And cruel Fate has ravifh’d from my Side 
My deareft a sale and my beft lov'd F riend ! 


DUNBAR. 


Thy Praife fhall be thy Daughter ; ; and thy Friend 
Survive unchang’d in ev’ry honeft Breaft. 


ANGUS, 


Mutt we then part for ever !—What a Plan 
: Of 
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Of peaceful Happinefs, my Hope had laid 
In thee and her !—alas! thou fading Flower, 
How faft thy Sweets confume !—come to my Arms, 
That I may tafte them e’re they fleet away ! 

[ Embracing ber. 
O exquifite Diftrefs !— | 


ELEONORA. 
For me, my Father, 
For me let not the bootlefs Tear diftil— _- 
Soon fhall I be with thofe, who reft fecure 
From all th’ Inclemencies of ftormy Life. 


ANGUS. 
Adieu, my Children !—never fhall I hear © 
Thy chearing Voice again !—a long Farewell ! 
| | [Exit Angus. 


SCENE VIil. 
DUNBAR, ELEONORA. 


DuNBAR. 
‘Soon fhall our fhort’ned Race of Life be run.— 
_ Our Day already haftens to its Clofe; _ 
And Night eternal comes.—Yet, tho’ I touch 
The Land of Peace, and backward view, well pleas’d, 
The toffing Wave from which I fhall be free : 
No Reft will greet me on the filent Shore, 
If Eleonora fends me hence unblefs’d. 


| ELEONORA. . 
Diftemper’d Paffion (when we parted laft) 
Ufurp’d my troubled Bofom, and Dunbar 
With Horror was beheld: But Reafon now 
With genial Mildnefs beams upon my Soul, 
And reprefents thee juftly, as thou art, - | 
The tend’reft Lover and the gentleft Friend. 


Duy- 
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DuNBAR. 
O Tranfport, to my Breaft unknown before! - 
Not the foft Breeze, upon its fragrant Wings, 
Wafts fuch refrefhing Gladnefs to the Heart 
Of panting Pilgrims, as thy balmy Words 
To my exhaufted Spirits '—but alas ! 
Thy purple Stream of Life forfakes, apace, 
Its precious Channels !-—on thy polifh’d Cheek 
The blowing Rofes fade ; and o’er thine Eyes 
Death fheds a mifty Languor! 


ELEONORA. 


Let me lean 
Upon thy friendly Arm—yYet, Oretire! v 
That guilty Arm !—Say, did it ne’er rebel 
Again{ft my Peace ?~—But let me not revolve 
Thofe Sorrows now.—Were Heav’n again to raife 
That once lov’d Head that lies (alas) fo low ! | 
And from the Verge of Death my Life recal ; - 
What Joy could vifit my forlorn Eftate, 
Self-doom’d to hopelefs Woe ! 


DUNBAR. 
Muft I then wander 
A penfive Shade, along the dreary Vale, 
And groan for ever under thy Reproach ! 


| ELEONORA. 

Ah no! thou faithful Youth, fhall I repay 
Thy Leve and Virtue with ungrateful Hate ? 
Thefe Wounds that wafte fo lavifhly thy Life, 
Were they not all receiv’d in my Defence ? 
May no Repofe embrace me in the Tomb, 

If my Soul mourns not thy untimely Fall 
With Sifter-Woe !—thy Paffion has not reap’d 
The fweet Returns its Purity deferv’d. 


DuNBAR. ~ 


A while forbear, pale Minifter of Fate, For- 
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Forbear a while; and on my ravifh’d Ear 
Let the laft Mufic of this dying Swan, 
Steal in foft Blandifhment, divinely fweet ! 
Then ftrike th’ unerring Blow.~— 


ELEzonNoRA. = | 
- | That thus, our Hopes 
Which bloffom’d num’rous as the flow’ry Spring, | 
Are nipp’d untimely, ere the Sun of Joy | 
Matur’d them into Fruit ; repine not, Youth 
Life hath its various Seafons, as the Year ; 
And after clufVring Autumn—but I faint— 
Support me nearer—in rich Harveft’s Rear 
Bleak Winter muft have lage’d.—Oh! now I feel 
The leaden Hand of Death lie heavy on me.— 
Thine Image fwims before my ftraining Eye. — 
—-And now it difappears.—Speak—bid Adieu 
To the loft Eleonoraa—Nota Word ! 
—Not oné Farewell !—Alas! that difmal Groan 
Is eloquent Diftrefs |—Celeftial Powers 
Proteét my Father, fhow’r upon his—-Oh! = [Dies 


DUNBAR. 
There fled the pureft Soul that ever dwelt 
In mortal Clay !—I comemy Love! I come— 
Wrere now the rofy Tincture of thefe Lips ! 
The'Smile that Grace ineffable diffus’d ! ~ 
The Glance that fmote the Soul with filent Wonder! 
The Voice that footh’d the Anguifh of Difeafe, 
And held Attention Captive!—Let me kifs _ 
This pale deferted Temple of my Joy! 
This, Chaftity, this, thy unfpotted Shade 
Will not refufe.—I feel the griefly King— 
Thro’ all my Veins he fhivers like the North— 
O Eleonora! as my flowing Blood 
Is mix’d with thine.—So imay our mingling Souls 


To Blifs fupernal wing our happy—Oh ! (Dies. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE the Laft. } 
Ancus, Ramsay. ATHOL, &e. Prifoners. 


ANGUS. © 
Bright Deeds of Glory hath thine Arm atchiev’d, 
Couragious Ramfay ; and thy Name fhall live — 
For ever in the Annals of Renown.— 
—But fee, where filent as the Noon of Night 
Thefe Lovers lie !—reft—reft ill-fated Pair ! 
Your dear Remembrance fhall for ever dwell 
Within the Breaft of Angus; and his Love 
Oft with paternal Tears bedew your Tomb! 


RAMSAY. 
O fatal Scene of Innocence deftroy’d ! 


Awncus, Zo Athol. 
O bloody Author pf this Night’s Mithap ! 
Whofe impious Hands are with the facred Blood 
Of Majefty diftain’d !—Contemplate here | 
The Havock of thy Crimes ; and then bethink thee, 
What Vengeance craves.— 


.ATHOL. 
With Infolence of Speech © 
How dares thy Tongue licentious, thus infult 
Thy Sov’reign, Augus ?—Madly hath thy Zeal 
Efpous’d a finking Caufe.—But thou may’ft ftill 
Deferve my future Favour.— 


ANGUS. 
O thou Stain 
Of fair Nobility !—thou Bane of Faith! 
Thou Woman-killing Coward, who haft crept 
To the unguarded Throne, and f{tabb’d thy Prince! 
What hath thy Treafon, blafted as itis, . 
To bribe the Soul of Angus to thy Views ? 


ATHOL. . 
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ATHOL. 
Soon fhalt thou rue th’ Indignity now thrown 
On me thy lawful Prince.-—Yes, talking Lord, 
The Day will foon appear, when I fhall rife 
In Majefty and Terror, to affert , 
My Country’s Freedom; and at laft, avenge 
My own peculiar Wrongs.—When thou, and all 
Thofe grov’ling Sycophants, who bow’d the Knee 
To the Ufurper’s arbitrary Sway, 
Will fawn on me.—Ye temporizing Slaves ! 
Unchain your King ; and teach your humble Mouths 
To kifs the Duft beneath my royal Feet.— 

_ [Lo the Guard. 


. ANGUS. 
The Day will foon appear !—Day fhall not thrice 
Return, before thy Carcafe be caft forth 
Unbury’d, to the Dogs and Beafts of Prey.— 
Or, high-exalted, putrify in Air 
The Monument of Treafon.— 


ATHOL. 
| Empty Threat. 
Fate hath foretold that Athol fhall be crown’d. 


ANGUS. 
Then Hell hath cheated thee.—Thou fhalt be crown’d— 
An Iron Crown, intenfely hot, fhali gird 
Thy hoary Temples ; while the fhouting Crowd 
Acclaims thee King of Traitors. | 


ATHOL. 
Lakes of Fire '—« 


Ha! faid’{t thou Lord !—a glowing Iron Crown — 


Shall gird my hoary Temples !—Now I feel 

Myfelf awake to Mifery and Shame! 

Ye Sceptres, Diadems and rolling Trains 

Of flatt’ring Pomp, farewell !—Curfe on thofe Dreams ; 
O 


80 The REGICIDE: ° | 2 
Of idle Sivsneen, that enfnare . 
Th’ ambitious Soul to Wickednefs and Woe! f 
Curfe on thy Virtue, which hath overthrown - 


My elevated. wi ! and may Defpair 
 Defcend in Peftilence on al] Mankind ! 


ANGUS. t 
Thy, Curfe jutt Heav’n retorts tipon thyfelf ! a 
To fep’ rate ‘Dungeons lead the Regicides—— = 9 
<  .- *[ Exit Guard with the Prifoners | 
 Fronr Thirft of Rule ‘what dire Difafters flow! 
How flames that Guilt Ambition taught to glow ! 
With gains on With, Defire furmounts Defire; 
Hopé fanns the Blaze, and Envy feeds the Fire + 
From Crime to Crime afpires the madd’ning Soul ; 
Nor Laws, nor Oaths, nor Fears its Rage controul eta 
Till Heav’n at length: ‘awakes, fupremely juft, - 7 
And levels all its tow TB Schemes i in Dufll.> ou... 
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